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INTRODUCTION 


‘The Theatre of the Absurd’ has become a catch-phrase, 
much used and much abused. Wliat does it stand for? And 
how can such a label be justified? Perhaps it will be best to 
attempt to answer the second question first. There is no 
organized movement, no school of artists, who claim the 
label for themselves. A good many playwrights who have 
been classed under this label, when asked if tliey belong to the 
Theatre of the Absurd, will indignantly reply that they be¬ 
long to no such movement — and quite rightly so. For each of 
the playwrights concerned seeks to express no more and no 
less than his own personal vision of the world. 

Yet critical concepts of this kind are useful when new 
modes of expression, new conventions of art arise. When the 
plays of Ionesco, Beckett, Genet, and Adamov first appeared 
on the stage they puzzled and outraged most critics as well as 
audiences. And no wonder. These plays flout all the standards 
by which drama has been judged for many centuries; they 
must therefore appear as a provocation to people who have 
come into the theatre expecting to find what they would 
recognize as a well-made play. A well-made play is expected 
to present characters that arc well-observed and convincingly 
motivated: these plays often contain hardly any recognizable 
human beings and present completely unmotivated actions. 
A well-made play is expected to entertain by the ding-dong 
of witty and logically built-up dialogue: in some of these plays 
dialogue seems to have degenerated into meaningless babble. 
A well-made play is expected to have a beginning, a middle, 
and a neatly tied-up ending: these plays often start at an 
arbitrary point and seem to end just as arbitrarily. By all the 
traditional standards of critical appreciation of the drama, 
these plays are not only abominably bad, they do not even 
deserve the name of drama. 

And yet, strangely enough, these plays have worked^ they 
have had an effect, they have exercised a fascination of their 

7 



INTRODUCTION 


own in the theatre. At first it was said that this fascination 
was merely a succh de scandale, that people flocked to see 
Beckett’s Waiting for Godot or Ionesco’s Bald Primadonna 
merely because it had become fashionable to be able to 
express outrage and astonishment about them at parties. But 
this explan a tic jn clearly cxmld not apply to more than one or 
two plays of this kind. And the success of a whole row of 
similarly unconventional works became more and more 
manifest. If the critical touchstones of traditional drama did 
not apply to these plays, this must surely have been due to a 
difl'ercnce in oljjective, the use of different artistic means, to 
the fact, in short, that these plays were both creating and 
applying a different convention of drama. It is just as senseless 
to condemn an abstract painting because it lacks perspective 
or a recognizable subjetet-rnatter as it is to reject Waiting for 
Godot because it has no plcjt to speak of. In painting a cc;m- 
position of squares and lines an artist like Mondrian does not 
want to depict any object in nature, he does not want to create 
perspective. Similarly, in writing Waiting for Godot Beckett 
did not intend to tell a story, he did not want the audience to 
go home satisfied that they kiic^w the solution to the proVdem 
posed in the play. Hence there is no point in reproaching 
him with not doing what he never sought to do; the only 
reasonable course is to try and find out what it was that he did 
intend. 

Yet, if tackled directly mo.st of the playwrights in question 
would refuse to discuss any theories or objectives behind 
their work. They would, with perfect justification, point out 
that they are concerned with one thing only: to express their 
vision of the world as best they can, simply because, as 
artists, they feel an irrepressible urge to do so. This is where 
the critic can step in. By describing the works that do not fit 
into the established convention, by bringing out the similari¬ 
ties of approach in a number of more or less obviously related 
new works, by analysing the nature of their method and their 
artistic effect, he can try to define the framework of the new 
convention, and by doing so, can provide the standards by 
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■which it will become possible to have works in that conven¬ 
tion meaningfully compared and evaluated. The onus of 
proof that there is such a convention involved clearly lies on 
the critic, but if he can establish that there are basic similari¬ 
ties in approach, he can argue that these similarities must 
arise from common factors in the experience of the writers 
concerned. And these common factors must in turn spring 
from the spiritual climate of our age (which no sensitive 
artist can escape) and also perhaps from a common back¬ 
ground of artistic influences, a similarity of roots, a shared 
tradition. 

A term like the Theatre of the Absurd must therefore be 
understood as a kind of intellectual shorthand for a complex 
pattern of similarities in approach, method, and convention, 
of shared philosophical and artistic premises, whether con¬ 
scious or subconscious, and of influences from a common store 
of tradition. A label of this kind therefore is an aid to under¬ 
standing, valid only in so far as it helps to gain insight into a 
work of art. It is not a binding classificatir>n; it is certainly 
not all-embracing or exclusive. A play may contain some 
elements that can best be understood in the light of such a 
label, while other elements in the same play derive from and 
can best be understood in the light of a different convention. 
Arthur Adarnov, for example, has written a number of plays 
that are prime examples of the Theatre of the Absurd. He 
now quite openly and consciously rejects this style and writes 
in a different, realistic convention. Nevertheless even his 
latest plays, which are both realistic and socially committed, 
contain some aspects which can still be elucidated in terms 
of the Theatre of the Absurd (such as the use of symbolic 
interludes, guignols, in his play Spring ’7/). Moreover, once a 
a term like Theatre of the Absurd is defined and understood, 
it acquires a certain value in throwing light on works of pre¬ 
vious epochs. The Polish critic Jan Kott, for example, has 
written a brilliant study King Lear in the light of Beckett’s 
Endgame, And that this was no vain academic exercise but a 
genuine aid to understanding is shown by the fact that Peter 
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Brook’s great production of King Lear took many of its ideas 
from Kott’s essay. 

What then is the convention of drama that has now 
acquired the label of the llieatre of the Absurd ? 

Let us take one of the plays in this volume as a starting 
point: Ionesco’s Aniedee. A middle-aged husband and wife 
are shown in a situation which is clearly not taken from real 
life. I'hey have not left their Hat for years. The wife earns her 
living by operating some sort of telephone switchboard; the 
husband is writing a play, but has never got beyond the first 
few lines. In the bedr<jom is a cc)rpsc. It has been there for 
many years. It may be the corpse of the wife’s lover whom the 
husband killed when he found them together, but tliis is by 
no means certain; it may also have been a burglar, or a stray 
visitor. But the oddest thing about it is that it keeps growing 
larger and larger; it is suffering from 'geometric progression, 
the incurable disease of the dead’. And in the course of the 
large that eventually an enormous foot hursts 
from the bedrcjom int<.) the living-room, threatening to drive 
Arnedee and his wife out of their home. All this is wildly 
fantastic, yet it is not altogether unfamiliar, for it is not unlike 
situations most of us have experienced at one time or another 
in dreams and nightmares. 

Ionesco has in fact put a dream situation onto the stage, 
and in a dream quite clearly the rules of realistic theatre no 
longer apply. Dreams do not develop logically; they develop 
by association. Dreams do not communicate ideas; they 
communicate images. And indeed the growing corpse in 
Atnedec can best be understood as a poetic image. It is in the 
nature both of dreams and of poetic imagery that they are 
ambiguous and carry a multitude of meanings at one and the 
same time, so that it is futile to ask what the image of the 
growing corpse stands for. On the other hand one can say that 
the corpse might evoke the growing power of past mistakes or 
past guilt, perhaps the waning of love or the death of affection 
— some evil in any case that festers and grows worse with time. 
The image can stand for any and all of tliese ideas, and its 
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ability to embrace them all gives it the poetic power it 
undoubtedly possesses. 

Not all the plays of the Theatre of the Absurd can be de¬ 
fined simply as dreams (although Adamov’s Professor Taranne 
in this volume actually came to Adamov as a dream, A1 bee’s 
Zoo Story is clearly far more firmly anchored in reality) but in 
all of them the poetic image is the focus of interest. In other 
words: while most plays in the traditional convention are 
primarily concerned to tell a story or elucidate an intellectual 
problem, and can thus be seen as a narrative or discursive 
form of communication, the plays of the Theatre of the 
Absurd are primarily intended to convey a poetic image or a 
complex pattern of poetic images; they are above all a poeti¬ 
cal form. Narrative or discursive thought proceeds in a 
dialectical manner and must lead to a result or final message; 
it is therefore dynamic and moves along a definite line of 
development. Poetry is above all concerned to convey its 
central idea, or atmosphere, or mode of being; it is essentially 
static. 

This does not mean, however, that these plays lack move¬ 
ment: the movement in Amedee^ for instance, is relentless, 
lying as it does in the pressure (;f the ever-growing ctirpsc. 
But the situation of the play remains static; the irioveinciit we 
see is that of the unfolding of the poetic image. The more 
ambiguous and complex that image, the more intricate and 
intriguing will be the process of revealing it. That is why a 
play like Wailing for Godot can generate considerable sus¬ 
pense and dramatic tension in spite of being a play in which 
literally nothing happens, a play designed to show that nothing 
can ever happen in human life. It is only when the last lines 
have been spoken and the curtain has fallen that we are in a 
position to grasp the total pattern of the complex poetic 
image we have been confronted with. If, in the traditional 
play, the action goes from point A to point B, and we con¬ 
stantly ask, ‘what’s going to happen next?’, here we have an 
action that consists in the gradual unfolding of a complex 
pattern, and instead we ask, ‘what is it that we are seeing? 
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What will the completed image be when we have grasped the 
nature of the pattern?’ Thus in Arrabal’s The Two Execu¬ 
tioners in this volume we realize at the end of the play that the 
theme is the exploration of a complex image of the mother- 
son relationship; in Albec’s .'^oo Story it is only in the last lines 
of the play tlial the idea of the entire dialogue f)Ctween Jerry 
and Peter falls into place, as an image of the dilliculty of com¬ 
munication between human beings in our world. 

Why should the emphasis in drama have shifted away from 
traditional forms towards images which, complex and sug¬ 
gestive as they may be, must necessarily lack the final clarity 
of definition, the neat resolutions we have been used to 
expect ? (Jlearly b(x:ause the playwriglits concerned no longer 
believe in the possibility of such neatness of resolution. They 
are indeed cliiefly concerned with expressing a sense of 
wonder, of incomprehension, and at times of despair, at the 
lack of cohesion and meaning that they find in the world. 
If they could believe in clearly defined motivations, accept- 
al)le solutions, settlement of crmflict in tidily tied up endings, 
these dramatists would certainly not eschew them. But, quite 
obviously, they have no faith in the existence of so rational 
and well ordered a universe. The ‘ well-made play ’ can thus 
be seen as conditioned by clear and comforting beliefs, a 
stable scale of values, an ethical system in full working condi¬ 
tion. Tlie system of values, the world-view behind the well- 
made play may be a religious one or a political one; it may 
be an implicit belief in the goodness and perfectibility of man 
(as in Shaw or Ibsen) or it may be a mere unthinking 
acceptance of the moral and political status quo (as in most 
drawing-room comedy). But whatever it is, the basis of the 
well-made play is the implicit assumption that the world does 
make sense, that reality is solid and secure, all outlines clear, 
all ends apparent. The plays that we have classed under the 
label of the I’heatre of the Absurd, on the other hand, express 
a sense of shock at the al>sence, the loss of any such clear and 
well-defined systems of beliefs or values. 

There can be little doubt that such a sense of disillusion- 
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ment, such a collapse of all previously held firm beliefs is a 
characteristic feature of our own times. The social and spiri¬ 
tual reasons for such a sense of loss of meaning are manifold 
and complex: the waning of religious faith that had started 
with the Enlightenment and led Nietzsche to speak of the 
‘ death of God ’ by the eighteen-eighties; the breakdown of 
the liberal faith in inevitable social progress in the wake 
of the First World War; the disillusionment with the hopes of 
radical social revolution as predicted by Marx after Stalin had 
turned the Soviet Union into a totalitarian tyranny; the 
relapse into barbarism, mass murder, and genocide in the 
course of Hitler’s brief rule over Europe during the Second 
World War; and, in the aftermath of that war, the spread of 
spiritual emptiness in the outwardly prosperous and affluent 
societies of Western Europe and the United States. There can 
be no doubt: for many intelligent and sensitive human beings 
the world of the mid twentieth century has lost its meaning 
and has simply ceased to make sense. Previously held cer¬ 
tainties have dissolved, the firmest foundations for hope and 
optimism have collapsed. Suddenly man sees himself faced 
with a universe that is both frightening and illogical - in a 
word, absurd. All assurances of hope, all explanations of 
ultimate meaning have suddenly been unmasked as non¬ 
sensical illusions, empty chatter, whistling in the dark. If 
we try to imagine such a situation in ordinary life, this might 
amount to our suddenly ceasing to understand theconversa- 
tion in a room full of people; what made sense at one moment 
has, at the next, become an obscure babble of voices in a 
foreign language. At once the comforting, familiar scene 
would turn into one of nightmare and horror. With the loss 
of the means of communication we should be compelled to 
view that world with the eyes of total outsiders as a succession 
of frightening images. 

Such a sense of loss of meaning must inevitably lead to a 
questioning of the recognized instrument for the communica¬ 
tion of meaning: language. Consequently the Theatre of the 
Absurd is to a very considerable extent concerned with a 
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critique of language, an attack above all on fossilized forms of 
language which have become devoid of meaning. The con¬ 
versation at the party which at one moment seemed to be an 
exchange of information about the weather,or new books, or 
the respective health of tlie participants, is suddenly revealed 
as an exchange of mere meaningless banalities. The people 
talking about tlie weather had no intention whatever of really 
exchanging meaningful information on the subject; they 
were merely using language to fill the emptiness between 
them, to conceal the fact that they had no desire to tell each 
other anything at all. In other words, from being a noble 
instrument of genuine communication language has become 
a kind of ballast filling empty spaces. And equally, in a 
universe that seems to be drained of meaning, the pompous 
and laborious attempts at explanation that we call philosophy 
or politics must appear as empty chatter. In Waiting for Godot 
for example Beckett parodies and mocks the language of 
philosophy and science in Lucky's famous speech, Harold 
Pinter, whose uncanny accuracy in the reproduction of real 
conversation among English people has earned him the repu¬ 
tation of having a tape-recorder built into his memory, 
reveals that the bulk of everyday conversation is largely 
devoid of logic and sense, is in fact nonsensical. It is at this 
point that the Theatre of the iVbsurd can actually coincide 
with the highest degree of realism. For if the real conversation 
of human beings is in fact absurd and nonsensical, then it is 
the well-made play with its polished logical dialogue that is 
unrealistic, while the absurdist play may well be a tape- 
recorded reproduction of reality. Or, in a world that has 
become absurd, the Theatre of the Absurd is the most 
realistic comment on, the most accurate reproduction of, 
reality. 

In its critique of language the Theatre of the Absurd 
closely reflects the preoccupation of contemporary philo¬ 
sophy with language, its effort to disentangle language, as a 
genuine instrument for logic and the discovery of reality, 
from the welter of emotive, illogical usages, tlie grammatical 
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conventions that have, in the past, often been confused with 
genuine logical relationships. And equally, in its emphasis 
on the basic absurdity of the human condition, on the bank¬ 
ruptcy of all closed systems of thought with claims to provide 
a total explanation of reality, the Theatre of the Absurd has 
much in common with the existential philosophy of Heideg¬ 
ger, Sartre, and Camus. (It was in fact Camus who coined 
the concept of the Absurd in the sense in which it is used here.) 
This is not to say that the dramatists of the Absurd are trying 
to translate contemporary philosophy into drama. It is 
merely that philosophers and dramatists respond to the same 
cultural and spiritual situation and reflect the same pre¬ 
occupations. 

Yet, however contemporary the Theatre of the Absurd 
may appear it is by no means the revolutionary novelty as 
wliich some of its champions, as well as some of its bitterest 
critics, tend to represent it. In fact the Theatre of the Absurd 
can best be understood as a new combination of a number of 
ancient, even archaic, traditions of literature and drama. It 
is surprising and shucking merely because of the unusual 
nature of the combiiiatirui and the increased emphasis on 
aspects of drama that, while present in all plays, rarely 
emerge into the foreground. 

The ancient traditions combined in a new form in the 
Theatre of the Absurd are: the tradition of miming and 
clowning that goes back to the mimus of Greece and Rome, the 
comrnedia deW arte of Renaissance Italy, and such popular 
forms of theatre as the pantomime or the music-hall in 
Britain; the equally ancient tradition of nonsense poetry; the 
tradition of dream and nightmare literature that also goes 
back to Greek and Roman times; allegorical and symbolic 
drama, such as we find it in medieval morality plays, or in 
the Spanish auto sacramental ; the ancient tradition of fools and 
mad scenes in drama, of which Shakespeare provides a 
multitude of examples; and the even more ancient tradition 
of ritual drama that goes back to the very origins of the 
theatre where religion and drama were still one. It is no 
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coincidence that one of the masters of the Theatre of the 
Absurd, Jean Genet, regards his plays as attempts at re¬ 
capturing the ritual element in the Mass itself, wliich, after 
all, can be seen as a poetic image of an archetypal event 
brought to life through a sequence of symbolical actions. 

It is against this background that wn must see the history 
of the rnovemenl whicli culminates in Beckett, Ionesco, or 
Genet. Its immediate forebears arc dramatists like Strind¬ 
berg, who progressed from photographic naturalism to more 
and more openly expressionist representations of dreams, 
nightmares, or obsessions in plays like the Ghost Sonata, 
Dream Play, or To Damfmm, and novelists like James Joyce 
and Kafka. A form of drama concerned with dream-like 
imagery and the failure of language was bound to find inspira¬ 
tion also in the silent cinema, witli its dream-like quality and 
cruel, sometimes nightmare humour. Cliarlic Chaplin’s 
little man and Bust(T Keaton’s stoneficed stoic are among 
the openly acknowledged iriflucnces of writers lik(j Beckett 
and Ionesco. 'Fhese comedians, after all, derive from the 
most ancient tradition of clowning, as do, in the talking 
cinema, the Marx Brothers, W. C. Fields, or Laurel and 
Hardy, all clearly part of the tradkion which leads to the 
Theatre of the Absurd. 

Another direct and acknowledged influence is that of the 
Dadaists, the surrealists, and the Parisian avant-gjirde that 
derives from wTiters like Alfred Jarry (1873-1907) and 
Guillaume Apollinaire (1880-1918). Jarry’s Ubu Roi, first 
performed in i8g6, might in flict be called the first modern 
example of the Theatre of the Absurd. It is a savage farce in 
whicli monstrous puppets castigate the greed and emptiness 
of bourgeois society through a series of grotesque stage 
images. Apollinaire’s play Les Mamelles de Tiresias (‘The 
Breasts of Tiresias ’) was the first play to be labelled by its 
author as ‘ a surrealist drama ’. Here too the action proceeds 
through a series of savagely grotesque images; the hero, or 
rather the heroine, Therese-Tiresias changes sex by letting 
her breasts float towards the heavens in the shape of two toy 
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balloons. Jarry and Apollinaire were the direct precursors of 
the Dadaists in Switzerland, France, and Germany. Brecht’s 
earliest plays Iwiar the marks of Dadaist influence and can he 
regarded as early examples of the Theatre of the Absurd: In 
the Jungle of the Cities for instance presents the audience with a 
totally unmotivated struggle, a series of poetic images of man 
fighting a senseless battle with himself. In France the two 
leading exponents of surrealism in drama were Antonin 
Artaud (1896 1948) and Roger Vitrac (1899 1952). 
Vitrae’s play Victor ou Les Enfants au Pouvoir (1924) antici¬ 
pates Ionesco and Arrabal by showing the world from the 
point of view of a nine-year-old child of giant size and mon¬ 
strous intelligence. Artaud, wlio wrote very little in dramatic 
form himself, is of immense importance as a theoretician of 
the new anti-literary tlieatre: he cfuned the slogan of the 
‘Theatre of Cruelty * for his conception of a theatre designed 
to shock its audience into a fiill awareness of the horror of the 
human condition, Jean-Louis Barrault and Roger Blin, two 
of the leading directors of the contemporary avant-garde 
theatre, were pupils of Artaud; Arthur Adamov was among 
his closest friends. 

In its present form tlie Theatre of the Absurd is a post-war 
phenomenon. Genet’s 7 he Maids had its first performance at 
the Atlience in Paris in 1947; Ionesco’s Bald Primadonna and 
Adamov’s earliest plays w'ere first produced in 1950; 
Beckett’s Waiting for Godot in 1952. It will be noticed that all 
these first performances took place in Paris. And Paris cer¬ 
tainly is the fountainhead of the Theatre of the Absurd. Yet it 
is equally strange and significant that the playwrights them¬ 
selves are largely exiles from other countries domiciled in 
Paris: Beckett (born 1906) an Anglo-Irishman who writes in 
French; Ionesco (born 1912) half-French and half- 
Rurnanian; Adamov (born 1908) a Russo-Armenian. Only 
Genet is a Frenchman born and bred, but then he is an exile 
in a different sense: an exile from society itself, a child 
abandoned by his mother, brought up by foster-parents and 
drifting from detention centres for juvenile delinquents into 
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an underworld of thieves and male prostitutes, prison and 
penitentiary. It is in the experience of the outcast or exile that 
our image of the world seen from the outside assumes a new 
and added significance: for the exile, from his country or 
from society, moves in a world drained of meaning, sees 
people in pursuit of objectives he cannot comprehend, hears 
them speak a language that he cannot follow. The exile’s 
basic experience is the archetype and the anticipatiem of 
twentieth-century man’s shock at his realization that the 
world is ceasing to make sense. 

Of the dramatists of the Absurd Samuel Beckett is un¬ 
doubtedly the profoundest, the greatest poet. Waiting for 
Godot and Endgame are certainly masterpieces; Happy Days 
and Play\ Krapp\s Last Tape^ and the two Acts without Words 
(where language has drained away altogether) are brilliant 
and profound poetic images; and the radio plays A/t that 
FalL Embers^ Words and Music^ and Cascando have an equal 
enigmatic power. 

Jean Genet (born 1910) lacks Beckett’s discipline, intellect, 
and erudition, but he too is a poet, endowed with the well- 
nigh magic power of creating beauty from evil, corruption, 
and excrement. If the evanescence of man in time and the 
mystery of human personality and identity are Beckett’s 
main themes. Genet’s chief concern is with the falseness of 
human pretensions in society, the contrast between appear¬ 
ance and reality, which itself must remain for ever elusive. 
In The Maids we see the servants bound in a mixture of 
hatred and erotic dependence to their mistress, re-enacting 
this love-hate in an endless series of ritual games; in The 
Balcony society itself is symbolized in the image of a brothel 
providing its customers with the illusions of power; and in 
The Blacks we are back with the underdog acting out his 
hatred for his oppressor (which is also a form of love) in an 
endless ritual of mock-murder. 

Jean Tardieu (l)orn 1903) and Boris Vian (1920-59) are 
among the best of the French dramatists of the Absurd. 
Tardieu is an experimenter who has systematically explored 
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the possibilities of a theatre that can divorce itself from dis¬ 
cursive speech to the point where language becomes mere 
musical sound. Vian, a devoted follower of Jarry, wrote a 
play, The Empire Builders^ which shows man fleeing from 
death and loneliness in the image of a family moving into 
ever smaller flats on higher and higher floors of a mysterious 
building. 

In Italy Dino Buzzati and Ezio d’Errico, in Germany 
Gunter Grass (knemn as a novelist for his monumental Tin 
Drum) and Wolfgang Hildesheirner are the main exponents 
of the Theatre of the Absurd. In Britain N. F. Simpson, 
James Saunders, David Gampton, and Harold Pinter might 
be classed under this heading. N. F. Simpson has clear links 
with English nonsense literature, Lewis Carroll and Edward 
Lear. James Saunders, particularly in Next Time Til Sing to 
Tou, expresses in dramatic form the thought of the existen¬ 
tialist philosophers. Pinter, who acknowledges Kafka and 
Beckett among his literary heroes, combines realism with an 
intuition of the absurdity of human existence. In his later 
work he has shed some of the allegorical symbolism of his 
beginnings, but even in seemingly realistic plays like The 
Collection there is an absence of motivation and solution, a 
multiple ambiguity and a sense of non-communication which 
transforms the seemingly realistic account of humdrum 
adultery into a poetic image of the human condition. 

Behind the Iron Curtain, where socialist realism is the 
official creed in the theatre, there would appear to be no 
room for an avant-garde trend of this type. Yet there is one 
country where the influence of the Theatre of the Absurd has 
produced some astonishngly successful plays: Poland, an 
area of relative artistic freedom since the defeat of the Stalin¬ 
ists by Gomulka in the autumn of 1956. A strong surrealist 
influence was present in Poland even before the war (Gom- 
browicz and Witkiewiez arc two dramatists who might be 
regarded as among the most important immediate precur¬ 
sors of the Theatre of the Absurd) so that the soil was fertile 
for a development which was further fostered by the ability 
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of drama of this kind to express political comment in a suit¬ 
ably oblique form. A number of young dramatists, notably 
Slawomir Mrozek and Tadeusz Rozewicz, have produced 
outstandingly original work in the convention of the Absurd. 

Three of the playwrights represented in this volume are 
Parisian exiles. Eugene Ionesco is undoubtt^dly the most fer¬ 
tile and original of the dramatists of the Absurd, and also, in 
spite of a streak of clowning and fun for its own sake in his 
work, one of the most profound. He is moreover the most vocal 
of the dramatists of the Absurd, the only one who is prepared 
to discuss the llieoretical foundations of his work and to reply 
to the attacks on it from committed left-wing realists. The 
critique of language and the haunting presence of death are 
Ionesco’s chief tlurmes in plays like 7 he Bald Prirnadorwa, The 
Lesson^ The Chairs^ The Killer, Rhinoceros, and Exit the King. 
Amedee or How to Get Rid of Jt (1953) is Ionesco’s first full-length 
play and contains one of his most telling images. It is also 
characteristic in its alternation between states of depression 
and euphoria, leaden oppression and floating on air, an 
image which reappears through liis work and wiiich cul¬ 
minates, in this particular play, in Amedee’s floating away 
at the end. 

Arthur Adamov today belongs to the camp against which 
Ionesco directs his harshest polemics, the socialist realists 
whose organ is the periodical Theatre populaire, but he started 
out as a follower of Artaud, a self-confessed neurotic, an 
alien in a senseless world. Adamov’s development from one 
extreme to the other is a fascinating artistic and psychological 
case history, in which Professor Taranne occupies a key posi¬ 
tion. Adamov’s progress can be seen as a process of psycho¬ 
logical therapy through writing. Unable to face the reality of 
the outside world, he started out by projecting his oppres¬ 
sions and anxieties on to the stage. Nothing would have 
induced him, he has since confessed, to mention any element 
of the real world, such as a place-name in one of his plays; he 
would have regarded that as a piece of unspeakable vul¬ 
garity. And yet, when he committed to paper the dream 
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which is now the play Professor Taranne^ he realized that a real 
place name, that of Belgium, had occurred in the dream. 
Truthfulness in transcribing the dream thus forced him to 
compromise on one of his fundamental artistic principles. 
And from then onwards reality kept l;)reaking through into 
his writing in ever more insistent form, until today he is a 
thorough-going realist of the Brechtian scliool. That is to say, 
by writing his obsessions out of his system Adamov acquired 
the ability to face and to control the objective world from 
which he had withdrawn into neurosis. It might be argued 
that the projection of neurotic obsessions is botli more interes¬ 
ting and more illuminating in providing insights into the 
dark side of the human mind than the accurate transcription 
of historical events, and that therefore Adamov’s absurdist 
plays are more fascinating, more successful than his later 
efforts. But this is a matter of taste as well as of ideological 
bias. The fact remains that Professor Tararine and the some¬ 
what more realistic Ping Pong arc undoubtedly among 
Adamov’s best plays. 

Fernando Arrabal (born 1932) is a Spaniard who has been 
living in France since 1954 and now writes in French. He is 
an admirer of Beckett, but sees his roots in the surrealist 
tradition of Spain, a country that has always been rich in 
fantasy and the grotesque (El Greco, Goya) and that in more 
recent times has produced such outstanding representatives 
of the modern movement as the painter Picasso (who has 
himself written two plays in an absurdist vein) and the 
writers Lorca and Valle Inclan. ArrabaPs own contribution 
to the absurdist spectrum is a highly original one: his main 
preoccupation is with the absurdity of ethical and moral rules. 
He looks at the world with the incomprehension of a child 
that simply cannot understand the logic of conventional 
morality. Thus, in The Automobile Graveyard there is a prosti¬ 
tute who follows her profession simply because religion 
demands that one be kind to one’s neighbours; how then 
could she refuse them the ultimate kindness of giving herself 
to them ? And similarly in The Two Executioners the rebel son 
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who objects to the tortures that his mother inflicts on his 
father is faced with the dilemma of several contradictory 
moral laws: obedience to one’s father, the human goodness 
that prompts one to save the suffering victim from his tor¬ 
turers, and the need to honour and obey one’s mother. These 
moral laws are here in obvir)us conflict, as it is the mother 
who has the father tortured. Clearly the situation in which 
several moral laws are in contradiction exposes the absurdity 
of the system of values that accommodates them all. Arrabal 
refuses to judge; he merely notes the position and shows that 
he finds it beyemd his comprehension. 

Edward Albee (born 1928) is one of the few American 
exponents of the Theatre of the Absurd. An adopted child, he 
shares with Genet the orphan’s sense of loneliness in an alien 
world ; and the image of the dream child which exists only in 
the adoptive parents’ imagination recurs in a number of his 
plays, notably The American Dream and Who's Afraid of 
Virginia Woolf l^he latter, which has earned him an enor¬ 
mous success on Broadway, is undoubtedly one of the finest 
American plays since the heyday of Eugene O’Neill. It is a 
savage dance of deatli reminiscent of Strindberg, outwardly 
realistic in form, but in fact, as in the case of Pinter’s best 
work, existing on at least two levels apart from the realistic 
one: as an allegory of American society, a poetic image of its 
emptiness and sterility, and as a complex ritual on the pattern 
of Genet. The ^00 Story (1958), one of Albee’s earliest drama¬ 
tic ventures, has a similar complexity: it is a clinically 
accurate study of schizophrenia, an image of man’s loneli¬ 
ness and inability to make contact, and also, on the ritual and 
symbolic level, an act of ritual self-immolation that has 
curious parallels with Christ’s atonement. (Note the names 
Jerry - Jesus? - and Peter). 

The plays in this volume, like the plays of the Theatre of 
the Al)surd in general, present a disillusioned, harsh, and 
stark picture of the world. Though often couched in the form 
of extravagant fantasies, they are nevertheless essentially 
realistic, in the sense that they never shirk the realities of the 
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human mind with its despair, fear and loneliness in an alien 
and hostile universe. There is more human reality in the 
grotesquely extravagant images ol* Amedee than in many far 
longer plays in a convention that is a mere photographic copy 
of the surface of life. The realism of these plays is a psycho¬ 
logical, and inner realism; they explore the human sub¬ 
conscious in depth rather than trying to describe the outward 
appearance of human existence. Nor is it quite correct that 
these plays, deeply pessimistic as they are, arc nothing but an 
expression of utter despair. It is true tliat basically the 
Theatre of the Absurd attacks th(‘ comfortable certainties of 
religious or political orthodoxy. It aims to sljock its audience 
out of complacency, to bring it face to face with the harsh facts 
of the human situation as these writers see it. But the challenge 
behind this message is anything but one of despair. It is a 
challenge to accept the human condition as it is, in all its 
mystery and absurdity, and to b(!ar it with dignity, nobly, 
responsibly; precisely because there are no easy solutions to the 
mysteries of existence, because ultimately man is alone in a 
meaningless wwld. The shedding of easy solutions, of com¬ 
forting illusions, may be painful, but it leaves behind it a 
sense of freedom and relief. And that is w^hy, in the last resort, 
the Theatre of the Absurd does not provoke tears of despair 
but the laughter of liberation. 
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ACT ONE 


Scene: An unpretentious dining-room^ drawing-room^ and office 
combined. 

On the rights a door. 

On the left^ another door. 

Backstage centre^ a large window with closed shutters; the space 
between the slats u, however, wide enough to let in sufficient light. 
Left centre, a small table strewn with notebooks and pencils. On the 
right, against the wall, between the window and the right-hand door, 
a small table, with a telephone switchboard on it, and a chair. Another 
chair also close to the centre table. An old armchair well down stage. 
There should he no other furniture in the first act, except a clearly 
visible clock, with hands that move. 

[As the curtain rises amedee buccinioni is walking 
nervously round and about the furniture, ivith his head bent and 
his hands clasped behind his back, thinking hard. He is of middle 
age, a petit bourgeois, preferably bald, with a small greying 
moustache, wearing spectacles, dressed in a dark jacket and black 
striped trousers, a butterfly collar and black lie. Every now and 
again he goes to the centre table, opens a notebook, picks up a 
pencil, and tries to write {he is a playwright); but he has no 
success, or writes, perhaps, one word which he at once crosses 
out. It is obvious that he is not at ease: he is also casting occasional 
glances at the door on the left, which is half open. His anxiety 
and nervousness are steadily growing. While he is walking 
round the room, his eyes fixed on the floor, he suddenly bends 
down and snatches up something from behind the chair.] 
AMEDEE: A mushroom! Well, really! If they’re going to start 
growing in the dining-room! [He straightens up and inspects 
the mushroorri] It’s the last straw 1 . . . Poisonous, of course! 
[He puts the mushroom down on a corner of the table and gazes 
at it sourly ; he starts pacing about again, becoming more and more 
agitated, gesticulating and muttering to himself; he glances more 
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frequently towards the door on the left, goes and writes another 
word, which he crosses out, then sinks into his armchair. He is 
worn out.l Oh, that Madeleine, that Madeleine! Once she 
gets into that bedroom, she’s there for ever! [Plaintively'] 
She must have seen enough by now! We’ve both seen 
enough of him! Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! 

\IIe says no more, he'*s quite overcome. A pause. From the right, 
on the landing, voices can be heard. It is obviously the concierge 
and a neighbour talkmg.] 

THE voice of the CONCIERGE: So you’re back from 
your holidays, Monsieur Victor! 

THE neighbour’s VOICE! Ycs, Madame Coucou. Just 
back from the North Pole. 

THE VOICE OF THE CONCIERGE: I don’t SUppOSC yOU 
had it very warm there. 

THE neighbour’s VOICE*. Oh, the weather wasn’t too 
bad. But it’s true, for someone like you who comes from 
the south . . . 

THE voice OF THE CONCIERGE! I’m no southerner, 
Monsieur Victor. My grandmother’s midwife came from 
Toulon, but my grandmother’s always lived in Lille . . . 
[Sudderdy, on the word ^Lille\ amkdee, who can stand it no 
longer, gets up and moves to the left'-hand door, opens it still 
wider and calls out.] 

AMEDEE! Madeleine, for Heaven’s sake, Madeleine, what 
are you doing? Haven’t you finished yet? Hurry up! 

MADELEINE [appears. She is the same age as her husband, just as 
tall or even slightly taller, a hard-looking, rough-tempered woman; 
she has an old shawl over her head and is wearing a wrapper for the 
housework; she is rather thin and almost grey. Her husband moves 
aside fairly quickly to allow her to pass; she leaves the door still 
half operi] : What’s the matter with you now ? I can’t leave 
you alone for a second! You needn’t think I’ve been 
enjoying myself! 

AMEDEE! Don’t spend all your time in his room, then! It’s 
not doing you any good!... You’ve seen quite enough of 
him. It’s too late now. 
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MADELEINE: IVc got to swccp up, haven’t I? After all, 
someone’s got to look after the house. We’ve no maid and 
there’s no one to help me. And I’ve got to earn a living for 
both of us. 

amedee: I know. I know we haven’t a maid. You never stop 
reminding me . . . 

MADELEINE [setting lo work, sweeping or dusting the room]\ 
Naturally, no one’s even the right to complain where 
you’re concerned . . . 

amedee: Look here, Madeleine, don’t be so unfair . . . 

MADELEINE: That’s right, go on! Now tell me it’s my fault! 

AMEDf:E: You know perfectly well, my dear, that I’m the 
first to sympathize with you, and what’s more I’m the only 
one; I find the whole situation most unsettling, I blame 
myself, but ... I think, after all, you might . . . well, for 
instance, you take a quarter of an hour to clean out a room 
this size, and when it comes to his room, which is smaller, 
a couple of hours is not long enough . . . you hang about 
in there, just gazing at him . . . 

MADELEINE: So HOW you’rc timing me! Now I’m supposed 
to make my If)rd and master a recital of everything I do, 
account for every second of my life, I don’t belong to 
myself any more, I’m not myself any more, I’m a 
slave. . . 

amedee: Slavery has been abolished, my love . . . 

MADELEINE: I’m not your love . . . 

A mediae: Slaves belong to the past. . . 

MADELEINE; Wcll^ I’m ? modem slave, then! 

amedee: You don’t try to understand. It’s just because I’m 
sorry for you that . . 

Madeleine: I don’t want your pity. Hypocrite! Liar! 

amedee: You see, it’s because I’m really sorry for you that I 
won’t have . . . oh dear . . . that I’d rather you didn’t stay 
in there and watch him. It doesn’t do you any good, and it 
doesn’t help . . . 

MADELEINE [indifferently] : Oh, go and shut the door! Well, 
what are you waiting for ? There’s a draught... 
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amedee: All the other doors and windows are shut; how 
can there possibly be a draught ? 

\He. goes and shuts the left-hand door^ after a brief glance into the 
room which is presumably on the other side ; Madeleine, who 
watches him., does not fail to noticed] 

Madeleine: What do you think you’re doing? youWe 
looking at him!. . . I get blamed if/do it. . , Will you shut 
that door! . . . 

AMEDEE [finally closes the door and then comes towards Made¬ 
leine] : I was only looking to see if he’d grown! . . , You’d 
almf)St think he had, a little. 

MADELEINE [shaiply]: Not since yesterday ... or at least 
not that you’d notice! 

AMEDEE: It may be all over, you know. Perhaps he’s 
stopped. 

MADELEINE: Oh, you and your silly ‘look on the bright 
side We know all about yoi/r forecasts, Fd rather you wrote 
that play of yours. [She looks at the table while dusting] You 
don’t seem to have made much progress. You’re still on 
the first scene. You’ll never finish it! 

amedee: T shall . . . I’ve added another speech, anyway. 
[He opens the notebook. Madeleine stops working, broom 
or duster in hand, and listens while he reads :] 

The old man says to the old woman: ‘ It won’t do by itself! ’ 

MADELEINE: Is that all? 

amedee [laying the notebook dowri\ : I’ve no inspiration. With 
all I have on my conscience . . , the life we’re leading . . . 
it’s not exactly the right atmosphere . . . 

MADELEINE: You’ve iicvcr been short of excuses . . . 

amedee: I feel so tired, so tired . . . worn out, heavy. I’ve 
got indigestion and my tummy’s all blown out. I feel 
sleepy all the time. 

MADELEINE: Well, you sleep all day! 

amedee: That’s because I’m sleepy. 

MADELEINE: I’m tired, too, dog-tired. And 1 go on working, 
working, working ... 

amedee: I can’t stick it. Perhaps it’s my liver. I feel I’ve 
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aged. Of course. I’m not exactly young any more. Still, to 
feel like this . . . 

MADELEINE: Then rest. What’s to stop you resting? Slet^p at 
night and give up dozing during the day. Stop overeating. 
It’s all the result of self-indulgence. You drink too much. 

amed6e: Touhw never seen me drunk. 

MADELEINE: More than once! 

A M E D E E : That’s not true. 

MADELEINE: You don’t need to be drunk all the time to 
become an alcoholic! . . . It’s that little drink before 
dinner. That’s what gradually poisons your whole 
system! . . . 

A Mil dee: You know I never touch anything but tomato 
juice . . . 

MADELEINE: Well, then, if you’ve alw^ays been such a sober¬ 
sides, if you’ve nothing seriously wrong with you, if all your 
faculties are still intact, wake yourself up a bit, get to work, 
write your masterpiece . . . 

amedee: I tell you I’ve m) inspiration . . . 

MADELEINE: Always the same old story! How do other 
people manage, I wonde»’''* It’s fifteen years since you had 
any inspiration! 

amedee: Fifteen years, You’re right! [Hepoints to the lef t-hand 
door] I’ve not written more than two speeches since he . . , 
[Hepicks up the notebook and reads] T’he old woman says to the 
old man, ‘ Do you think it will do ? ’ and the one I managed 
to write today, the one I’ve just read you: The old man 
replies, ‘ It won’t do by itself.’ [He sits down at his table] I 
simply must get down to it. Write, in the state I’m in! A 
man should be in a state of elation to do creative work. 
You’d need to be a hero, a superman, to write in my 
situation, in such wretched poverty . . . 

MADELEINE: Havc you ever seen a superman living in 
poverty? You must be the first! 

AMliD^E: I must, I must get down to it. It’s hard, terribly 
hard, but I simply must get down to it! . . . 

[He has collapsed at his tahle^ leaning on his elbows^ his head 
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in his hands, staring vacantly, drawn and haggard; then slowly 
his arms fall along the table with his forehead resting on it. 
Dumb show. Meanwhile Madeleine has finished her clean¬ 
ing; when she sees her husband^s attitude, she shrugs her 
shoulders and mutters between her teeth:} 

MADET^EiNE \aside }: Lazy so-and-so! 

[She takes ojf her apron and her shawl, bundling them up with 
her broom and duster, and makes for the left-hand door; as she 
reaches it and half opens it, amedee suddenly raises his 
head,] 

am]6dee: Are you going into his rooin again! . . . 
MADELEINE [showing him what she is carrying]: I hope you 
don’t mind if I get rid of all this I Where do you expect me 
to put it ? I can’t leave it all in the dining-room 1 We haven’t 
got dozens t)f rooms, you know! 
amedee: No, of C(jurse not. But don’t stay there too long. 
Madeleine: 1 couldn’t in any case. You know perfectly 
well I’ve got to get to work to earn our living, . . And what 
a living! 

into the room on the left, amedee watches her with 
a worried look, hesitates, then gets up and moves cautiously 
towards the left-hand door, which has been left half open; he 
makes a despondent gesture and suddenly turns to go back to his 
table, but he is too late, and Madeleine bumps into him as she 
comes back,] 

Madeleine: Look out, can’t you? That hurt! 
amedj^e: I’m sorry, 1 didn’t do it on purpose! . . • 
MADELEINE: It’s really too much! . . . Spying on me now! 
amedee: Is he still growing? 

madei.eine: Shut the door. Were you born in a barn? 

[amedee goes to shut the door, but delays a moment to glance 
into the adjoining room,] 

Shut the door, will you! 

[amedee pushes the door slowly to, still gazing out until the 
last possible moment,] 

Shut it properly! 

[AMEDi:E does so; Madeleine notices the mushroom 
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AM^DiiE has picked and put down either on a chair or on the 
corner of the table.] 

Where did you find it ? 

amedee: There, on the floor. 

MADELEINE*. In the dining-room? 

amedee: Yes, in the dining-room. 

MADELEINE: Why didn’t you toil me straightaway ? You’re 
always hiding things from me 1 

amedee: 1 didn’t want to upset you . . . You’ve plenty to 
worry you as it is. 

MADELEINE \mosi upsct^ in a whining ooice] : I don’t know - if 
they’re going to start growing in the dining-room now, 
what’s to become of us ? Ail the extra work, too . . . Pulling 
them up . . . As though I hadn’t enough already! . . . Oh 
dear, oh dear, oh dear 1 

amedee: Sssh! . . . I’ll pull them up for you . . , I’ll help 
you . . . 

Madeleine: Oh, I can never rely on you - besides, it’s 
insanitary. 

amedee : There’s only one . , .Just a tiny little one. Perhaps 
there won’t be any more. 

MADELEINE: Optimistic as usual, looking on the bright side 1 
I know where that lands us. There’s no point in deluding 
ourselves, we’ve got to face facts. That’s just how it started 
in his room, too, ‘Just a tiny little one’, you said, ‘not to 
worry, just a freak, an accident,’ And now , . . 

amedee : You’ve found some more today, in the other room? 

MADELEINE: You’rc always wondering why I spend so long 
in there! I don’t go in there for iny health! 

amedee: No, I never said you did . . , But you don’t miss a 
chance to stand and gape at him; you can’t take your eyes 
off him. 

Madeleine: I pulled up fifty only Just now. 

AMtJ:DEE: You see! We’re getting the better of them, there 
were more yesterday. 

MADELEINE: Yesterday there were forty-seven . . . that was 
enough. 
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AM6DEE [desperately]: They’re spreading, then, still spread¬ 
ing! 

MADELEINE: Everywhere! ... All over the place • . . In 
between the floorboards, round the walls, on the ceiling. 

am^:d^e [trying to seek comfort]: They are very tiny. It may 
have nothing to do with him after all . . . Perhaps it’s only 
the damp... It often happens, you know, in flats. And you 
never know, they may be good for something: perhaps they 
keep spiders away . . . 

MADELEINE: I supposc you’vc often seen mushrooms 
growing in flats ? 

amedi^e: ft does happen, I promise you. In small provincial 
towns, especially. Sometimes in the big ones - Lyons, for 
example. 

MADELEINE: I have no idea whether mushrooms sprout in 
flats in Lyons, but they certainly don’t in Paris. 

amedee: Wc never go out. We never visit anyone. We’ve 
been living shut up here for fifteen years. Perhaps it’s 
different now, in Paris too. Or even in the neighbours’ 
flats. ... Paris mushrooms! . .. How can you really be 
sure! 

Madeleine: Don’t talk such nonsense! I’m not a child. It’s 
all because of him. [With a look and a gesture towards the left^ 
hand door.] Only because of him. 

amedee {resigning himself to the truths his arms hanging loosely^ 
overcome] : Yes. Of course, you’re right. There can’t be any 
other reason. 

Madeleine: It’ll be quite impossible if he makes them grow 
in here, too. If he’s not satisfied with his own room, we 
won’t be able to go on living in this place at all! [Distraught] 
And it wasn’t what you’d call cheerful before! 

amedee: Come on now, Madeleine, pull yourself together! 

. , . Perhaps there won’t be any more. We’ll see. It may be 
just a freak, an accident. . . . 

MADELEINE [raising her head to look at the clock] : Nine o’clock! 
It’s time. I must go to work, whatever happens, or I shall 
be late! 
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am 6 d^e: Hurry up, then. 

MADELEINE [os she puts oTi her hat]: I shall get into a row. 
They’ll be starting any moment now . . . 

[/I buzz from the switchboard,] 

They’ve started already . . . I’m coming . . . [More gently 
to Amedee] Try and do a little work, too, write 
something . . . 

amedee: I’ll try, T promise . . . 

MADELEINE [gocs quickly to the switchboard^ sits down^ picks up 
her head-phones^ and passes on the calf while amedee too goes 
and sits down at his table with his notebook before him ; the clock 
advances a quarter of an hour. It is g, 75 ]: Hallo ? Gan I help 
you? 'Fhe President of the Republic? The President in 
person or his secretary ? . . . Ah, the President . , . 

AMEDEE [at his lahle^ re-reading what he has written ]: The old 
woman to the old man: ‘Do vou think it wiM do?’ 

MADELEINE \at the switchboard]'. The President of the 
Republic is on tour, Sir, try again in half-an-hour 1 . . . 

AMEDEE [at the table ]: The old man to the old woman . , . 

MADELEINE [at the swiichboard; it buzzes again]: Hallo, 
hallo . . , 

AMEDEE [at the table^ as before ]: . . . The old man to the old 
woman . . . 

MADELEINE [a 5 before]: Mr Charles Chaplin, the grocer? 
I’ll put you through. 

[Another buzz-] 

Hallo, hallo . . . 

AMEDEE [as before]: Tt won’t do by itself!’ , . . 

M ADE LEiNE [flj before ]: No, Sir, no. The President can’t take 
a call for another half hour. I’ve just told you . . . 

AMEDEE [flj before]:. , , The old woman to the old man: ‘Do 
you think it will do ? ’ 

MADELEINE before] : A call from the King of the Lebanon 
. . . [Another call; she listens in on another line,] Hold on, 
please! [She plugs in] Hallo, the Elysee Palace? The 
Elysee ? 1 

AM^D^E [as before ]: The old man to the old woman ... 
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MADELEINE [as before ^: Yes, of course there’s a King of the 
Lebanon . . . but I tell you he’s on the line!... Is that the 
President? There’s a call for you, Sir. [Another line.] Go 
ahead, please, it’s the President of the Republic . .. 

A ME DEE [as before ]: . . . ‘No, it won’t do by itself.’ 

MADELEINE [as before^ taking another call. The clock shows 
9.50.]: Hallo, I’m putting you through. [Another call^ an-^ 
other line.] No, Sir, there are no gas chambers left, 
not since the last war . . . You’d better wait for the next 
one. . . . 

AM^.Di&E [still at the table, to Madeleine]: Madeleine, I can’t 
think of the next line . . . 

MADELEINE [to Amedee ]: Can’t you see I’m busy? ... 

[Buzz] 

, . . Hallo ... I’m sorry, the firemen are away on Thurs¬ 
days, it’s their day off, they take the children out for a walk 
. . . But I didn’t say today was Thursday. 

[Another buzz-] 

Yes . . . Hallo ... I’m putting you through . . . 

AMED#.E [standing up, his hands still on the table]: Oh, how 
tiring it is to write ... I feel worn out 1 . . . 

MADELEINE [as before, answering another call]: Yes . , . you 
wish to speak to his wife ? . . . Y"ou don’t mind if she takes 
it from the bathroom ? 

[amedee sits down again heavily. Madeleine goes on as 
before; answering another call, then another, and so on, while 
the clock hands move round to g.45, and then 10 o^locK] 

... I’m putting you through ... I’m putting you 
through . . . 

amedee [with a vacant stare]: .., the old woman with a 
vacant stare . . . 

MADELEINE [os before]: .. . Hold on, please, I’m putting 
you through . . . 

AMEDEE [with a sudden glint in his eyes ; he*s found^ iV]:. .. ‘ Oh, 
yes; it will do all right! ’ . . . 

MADELEINE [os before]: You’re through . . . 

amI^d^e: Madeleine! .., Would you like me to read you 
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what I’ve just written? ... You can tell me if it’s any 
good!. . . 

MADELEINE [ivho has lifted her head-phones slightly to hear what 
AMEDEE is saying'. I haven’t time just now! ... In a 
minute! . . . {Another call]. Hallo . . . hold on please . . . 
{The callsfolloiv in quick succession; the clock hands sweep on; 
she. says] Fm putting him through . . . Fm putting her 
through ... Fm putting them through . . . Hallo, hallo 
. . . hallo . . . Fm putting him through . . . Fm putting her 
through ... Fm putting them through . „ . Hallo . . . 
Hallo! . . . 

[amedke, taking advantage of the. fact that his ivife is fully 
occupied at the switchboard^ gets up quietly^ goes towards the 
left-hand door^ looks into the room as he stands in the doorway, 
turns his head to make sure his wife cannot see what he is doing 
and then goes softly into the room, leaving the door half open, 
MADELEINE is stUl listening in; another buzz-] 

Hallo, yes, can 1 help you? . . . No, Madame, no, we’re 
a Republic now. . . . Since 1870, Madame . . . {Without 
leaving her place, to Amedee] Amedee, why is there a 
draught ?.. . 

[Buzz.] 

Yes, Fll put her through . . . Amedee, can’t you hear 
me ? . . . [She turns her head and notices his absence] Oh! He’s 
gone into that room again . . , What a hopeless, obstinate 
creature . . . [Just as the clock shows she gets up and 

moves towards the left-hand door, angrily, dragging her feet] 
Amedee, do you hear? What are you doing? Messing 
about in there, instead of writing your play! I’m calling 
you! 

[She goes into the room, still leaving the door half open; only 
their voices can be heard; from time to time there is a short buzz 
at the switchboard, not too loud and left unanswered.] 
MADELEINE [from the Toom, in the wings to the left ]: You were 
watching him . . . 

amedee: I couldn’t help myself. . , 

MADELEINE; It won’t do any good, it won’t help, 
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am6d6e: Suddenly I began to hope ... I wondered if. . . I 
thought he might have disappeared. . . , 

MADELEINE: Just like that, all by himself! You’re out of 
your mind 1 

amedee: The day of miracles is past. . . unfortunately , .. 

MADELEINE*. Come along now . , . come along\ 

[MADELEINE coMcs out of the left-hand room^ dragging 
Amedee behind her.^ 

amedee: I feel quite sick! . . . Every time I look at 
him. 

MADELEINE: Don’t look, then! What did you go to his room 
for ? 

amedee: I feel quite sick ... 

MADELEINE: Any excuse to stop writing . . . 

AMEDEE: He’s grown again. Soon, the divan won’t be big 
enough for him. His feet are over the end already. I seem 
to remember fifteen years ago he was rather short. And 
so young. Now he’s got a great white beard. He’s quite 
imposing with that white beard. Twenty and fifteen, that 
only makes him thirty-five, after all. . ,. He’s not really 
old . . . 

MADELEINE: Thc dead grow old faster than the living. 
Everyone knows that . . , 

[amedee, quite overcame^ goes and collapses into the armchair; 
M A D E L E1N E w in the centre of the stage.'] 

amed^ie: Oh 1 What big nails he’s got! 

MADELEINE: I Can’t cut them every day. I’ve got other 
things to do! Last week I threw a whole handful into the 
dustbin . . . It’s not easy to do either. I’m just a servant, 
I am, just a drudge, waiting on everyone. 

AMEDi&E: His toenails have grown right through his 
shoes . . . 

MADELEINE: Then buy him another pair, if you’ve got 
money to burn! What do you expect me to do? I’m not 
giving you any! We’re very poor! You don’t seem to 
realize! 

amedee: Well, I can’t very well give him mine, can I? 
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TheyVe my only pair. Besides, they’d never fit him ... 
Now his feet have got so large! 

[Buzz; MADELEINE goes quickly to the switchboard,^ 
MADELEINE*. Hallo, yes? Can I help you? . . . 

[Meanwhile amedee gets up from his armchair^ goes once 
more towards the half-open door on the left, and stares out 
petrified,] 

. . . No, Sir, he’s not there ... At least, I shouldn’t think 
so. 

am]^:dee [without moving]: The shutters are fastened tight. 
Yet it’s not dark in his room. 

MADELEINE [moves Up to Amcdk ; each time she leaves her 
office, she takes off her hat: she puts it on again whenever she goes 
back] : The light conies from his eyes. You’ve forgotten to 
close the lids again. 

A ME dee: His eyes haven’t aged. They’re still as beautiful. 
Great green eyes. Shining like beacons. I’d better go and 
close them for him. 

MADE I,LINE: Audyou think they’re beautiful! You’re talking 
like a book. You’ve’ plenty of inspiration in real life. Funny 
idea of beauty, though, 
amedee: 1 didn’t say it was funny. 

MADELEINE : We could get along without his kind of beauty, 
it takes up too much space. 

[Slight cracking noises can be heard coming from the adjoining 
room.] 

Did you hear that ? 

amedee: He’s growing. It’s quite natural. He’s branching 
out. 

Madeleine: What do you take him for, a tree? He’s just 
making himself at home! Why, he’ll soon monopolize the 
whole place! Where am I going to put him? Tou don’t 
care. Tou don’t have to do the housework 1 
amed1^.e: Of course, I know, he gives us a lot of trouble, but 
in spite of that he’s made a great impression on me. When I 
think ... ah, it might all have been so different. . . 
Madeleine: Now I suppose you’re going to find another 
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excuse to Stand there doing nothing . . . Go and write! 

amedj£e: All right! . . . All right! . . . 

[Buzz] 

MADELEINE [while AMEDEE makesfor his desk-table] : Never a 
minute’s peace! [Picking up the head-phones^ to Ame'dee] 
Shut the door! [Answering the telephone] Hallo, yes, can I 
help you ? . . . 

AMEDEE [returns to the door, puts his hand on the door-knob, looks 
again into the room, glances at Madeleine busy at the switchboard 
and seems to hesitate; then he closes the door and returns again to 
his table to work. He sits down] : The old man says to the old 
woman . . . 

[Another buzz]* 

MADELEINE [to Amedec, before answering the telephone]: You 
still haven’t closed the lids! [At the telephone] Yes, 
Your Worship the Mayor? I’ll put you through to the 
Mayoress. 

amedee: I’m going . . . 

[He gets up and goes towards the door on the left; before he reaches 
it, MADELEINE 

MADELEINE [to Amedee. The clock should now show / /. 75.]: 

You might go and do the shopping, or we shan’t have 
anything for lunch. Take the basket. 

AMEDEE [annoyed]: In such circumstances it’s not easy to 
write. And you’re surprised I can’t get on with it. After¬ 
wards you’ll say it’s my fault again. I can’t work, I can’t 
work! I don’t have the normal conditions necessary for 
intellectual work . . . 

MADELEINE: What have you been dreaming about until 
now? You always seem to discover the will to work at the 
last minute. 

amedee: That’s not true!_ 

MADELEINE: /Can’t leave my office either. You can see that 
for yourself. I can’t risk losing my job, unless you find 
some other way of supporting us. You don’t think I enjoy 
this, do you ? Of' course, if you want us both to starve, it’s 
all the same to me. 
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amed^e: And it’s all the same to me, too. This life’s not 
worth living! 

MADELEINE*. 1 don’t know what you’d do, if you didn’t get 
enough to eat. You’re always complaining you’re 
ravenous, wanting to stuff yourself all day long . . . 
[Buzz^ 

Do you hear what I say ? [She answers the telephone'] Can I 
help you, Madame! [To Amedee] Hurry up and take the 
basket or there’ll be nothing left at the market! 

[a M E D E E makes for the left hand-door and lays his hand on the 
doorknob.] 

MADELEINE \Still at the switchboard^ watches hirri] : What are 
you going into his room for now? 

amedee: The basket. . . the basket. . . You told me to take 
the basket! 

MADELEINE: Tluit’s not whcrc it’s kept! You never know 
where anything is! 

\Bxizz,] 

Hallo . . . one rnorrient, please! [To Amedee^ There under 
the table . . . That’s where it’s kept. Try not to forget 
next time. [On the telephone] Number engaged! 

amedee [bends down and sees the basket] : Oh yes! . . . And the 
rope ? 

MADELEINE: In the basket. [On the telephone] Yes, Madem¬ 
oiselle, of course I’ll read you the official statement . . . 
It’s a pleasure. 

AMEDi&E [picks up the basket and stands up straight] : Oh yes, this 
is it. 

MADELEINE [on the telephone]'. It is forbidden for trucks 
weighing more than ten tons ... You can take it at 
dictation speed? Very well. Mademoiselle. Yes, I’ll read 
it slowly. No trouble at all. . . Take your time, I’m in no 
hurry . . . 

AMEDi^E [walks very slowly to the rear window^ holding the basket^ 
which has a rope tied to the handle; the hands of the clock should 
now stand at 11 * 43 ]: This rope isn’t very long. It’s a good 
tiling we only live on the first floor, 
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MADELEINE [at the telephone^: It is forbidden for trucks 
weighing more than ten tons . . . That’s right, ten tons . . . 
to cross the periTianent way . . . 

[aME DEE gently raises the Venetian blinds^ or pushes the 
shutters a short way and^ holding the ropc^ lowers the basketJ\ 
Amedee, what arc you doing? People will sec us! 

AMEDEE [his head turned towards Aladeleine] : I’ve got to lower 
the basket! . . . 

MADELEINE [at the telephone ']: No ... I was speaking to my 
husband, I’m so sorry . . . [ 7 o Amedee] Don’t buy any 
sausages, pork upsets you. [At the telephone] . . . to cross the 
permanent w'ay between midnight and eight o’clock in 
the morning . . . 

AMEDEE [to Aiadeleine ?[: What must 1 buy then ? 

MADELEINE [to AviMee^: Buy what you like. [At the 
telephone] . . . without written authority . . . 

AMEDEE [addressing someone presumably down below in the street] : 
Put in a pound of plums, please! ... A cream cheese. 

MADELEINE [at the telephone ]: . . . without written authority 
from the Sanitary Inspector . . . 

AMEDEE [a.y before ]: . . . Two rusks, two pots of yoghourt. . . 

MADELEINE f<2/ telephone] :. . . which may be obtained on 
submission of a written request to Police Headquarters , . . 

AMEDEE [as before] :. . . fifty grammes of table salt. . . 

MADELEINE [os before^'. ... countersigned by the Chief 
Constable. 

AMEDEE [flj before ^: . . . That’s all . . . Thank you ... You 
can let go. [He pulls the basket up by the rope,] 

MADELEINE [as before] : Hallo . . , Yes, that’s right, Madem¬ 
oiselle . . . Oh, no... You needn’t read it back. . . Thanks 
all the same. 

[amedee has pulled the basket in and closed the shutters; he 
goes and empties the contents of the basket out on the table^ next 
to his notebooks. It is noon by the clock,] 

MADELEINE: Twelve o’clock. [She lays the head-phones down] 
At last! . . . takes off her hat and goes towards Amedee,] 

amj^d^e: Have you finished? 
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MADELEINE: Yes and about time too. I’m exhausted ... I 
don’t like this brand of cream cheese. You’ve forgotten 
the leeks. 

amed]£e: You didn’t tell me to buy any. [Nodding his head 
towards the left-hand door] I say, Madeleine, do you think 
he’s forgiven us ? 

MADELEINE [sitting down to table facing the door on the left, while 
AUKBtE is still standing facing the same way] : I don’t know. 
amedee: We can’t tell. [He makes a move towards the door.] 
Madeleine: Sit down and eat. What are you waiting for? 
amed^:e [sitting down next to Madeleine, hut facing the audience ]: 
He may have forgiven us. I believe he has. 

[A long heavy silence; they are eating their plums.] 

Ah, if only we could be sure he’d forgiven us! 

[Another silence.] 

Madeleine: If he’d forgiven us, he’d have stopped growing. 
As he’s still growing, he must still be feeling spiteful. He 
still has a grudge against us. The dead are terribly 
vindictive. The living forget much sooner. 
amedee: Dash it! They’ve got their whole lives in front of 
them! . . . Perhaps he’s not as wicked as the others. He 
wasn’t very wicked when he was alive . . . 

Madeleine: That’s what you think! They’re all alike. 
Look, I tell you he’s growing. He’s sowing mashrooms all 
over the place. If that isn’t wickedness! 
amedee : Perhaps he’s not doing it on purpose! He’s growing 
very slowly . . . only a little at a time. 

Madeleine: A bit more every day, every day a bit more, it 
all adds up .., 

[Silence.] 

amedee: Do you mind if I go and look? Perhaps he’s 
stopped. 

Madeleine: I will not have him talked about at table. 
amedee: Don’t upset yourself, Madeleine .. . 
Madeleine: I want to have my lunch in peace. At least, 
let’s have peace and quiet at meal-times. I’ve worries 
enough all day. I’m not asking too much, I hope!.. • 

43 



AM^DEE OR HOW TO GET RID OF IT 

am^d^e: No, Madeleine. Just as you like, Madeleine, 

[ They eat in silence.] 

Madeleine: It’s so hot in here. I’m stifling . .. 

AMEdee: I hadn’t noticed it. 

MADELEINE: Open the door, and let’s have a little air . ,, 

amedee: Which door? 

MADELEINE [inclicatinff the left-hand door]: That one. You 
surely weren’t thinking of opening the landing door. 

amedee: You’re getting excited again. 

MADELEINE: It’s iiot that I Want to look at him, I tell you. 
I’m too hot. I want a breath of air, that’s all. 

amedee: Now listen, Madeleine ... It’s not very wise. 

Madeleine: Please do as I ask. 

amedee: Very well . . . But I think it’s a mistake . . . [He 
gets up, opens the door, and returns to the table.] It won’t make 
it any cooler, you know. There won’t be any more air. The 
windows in his room arc closed. 

[MADELEINE is gazing through the open door from where 
she is sitting; she has stopped eating.] 

Aren’t you hungry ? 

[MADELEINE does not reply.] 

Aren’t you hungry? 

MADELEINE; Oh, leave me alone, give me a moment to 
breathe . . . 

[The eyes of both are fixed on the room. A short silence.] What 
have I ever done to deserve this ... to be persecuted like 
this . , , 

amedee: It’s just the same for me, you know . . . 

MADELEINE: No, it’s uot. You don’t feel it so much, you’re 
not so sensitive. 

amedee: Well, I . .. 

MADELEINE:! didn’t mean it that way. I’m not blaming you. 
You’re just luckier than I am. 

amedee: Luckier than you? 

MADELEINE: Of coursc. At least you can write and think 
about something else, with all your books and literature, 
you can escape from the worry of it... whereas I’ve got 
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nothing . . . Nothing but the ofiice and the housework .. • 
A M E D E : Poor Madeleine! 

MADELEINE [amoyed] : I don’t need your pity either • .. 

[A short silence; they look towards the room.] 

AM#-dee: You’d almost think he was breathing. [A short 
silence,^ What an expressive face he’s got! [Silence.'\ You’d 
almost think he could hear us. 

MADELEINE: Well, wc’rc not saying anything bad about 
him 1 
[Silence.^ 

amedee: He is handsome. 

MADELEINE: He wos handsome. He’s too old now. 
amed#e: He’s still handsome!. . . [Silence.'] Has he forgiven 
us yet? Has he forgiven us? [Short pause.] We put him in 
the best room, our bedroom when we were first married. .. 
[He tries to take Madeleine^s hand, but she withdraws it.] 
MADELEINE: Finish your lunch! Brrr! ... I feel terribly 
cold . . . 

amed#e: Would you like me to shut the door? 

MADELEINE [not listening to him]: Bring me my shawl. 

AM# dee slowly to his feet, stands and glances for a moment 
into the room, then goes to look for Madeleine^ s shawl in some other 
part of the dining-room, and says]: You’d almost believe he 
could see us! 

MADELEINE: You’vc forgotten to close the lids again! You 
see, you never remember! It’s always, always left to me! 
am#d#e: Yes ... I’ll go and fetch your shawl first, you’re 
cold!... 

MADELEINE: I’d rather you closed his eyelids! 

[am#d#e makes for the left-hand room: steps are heard 
on the stairs; then a cough.] 

am#d#e [stopping within a yard of the bedroom door]: Ssh! Some¬ 
one’s coming. 

Madeleine: Well, who do you think it is? It’s one of the 
neighbours coming home. No one has been to see us for 
fifteen years! We’ve lost touch with everybody, 
am#d#e: One visit would be enough. 

45 



am^:d1^e or how to get rid of it 

[A voice is heard on the landing,] 

Listen! 

[Someone can be vaguely heard saying ^ BuccinionV ^ 

I heard them say our name. 

MADELEINE: [becoming alarmed]'. You’re imagining things! 
[However, the name ‘ Buccinioni ’ is heard again, more distinctly 
this time: madei.eine rises.] 

Good Heavens ! . . . [ To Amedk] What did I tell you ? 
[They both listen breathlessly while the following is heard:] 
THE postman’s VOICE [on the Landing]: M. Bucciriioni’s 
flat please ? 

THE voice of the CONCIERGE [on the landing]: It’s right 
opposite. They’re sure to be in. Tiiey never go out. 

[Noise of a door being shut.] 

MADELEINE f/o Amedec] : 1 told you it was for us . . . Oh dear, 
oh de!ar! 

AMEDKE [losing his head] : We mustn’t lose our heads . .. 

\A knock is heard on lluf right.] 

MADELEINE [indicating the left-hand door]: For Heaven’s sake 
shut that doorl 

[amEDEE hurriedly pushes the door to, while Madeleine 
dashes over to it and stands with her back to it as though at hay; 
she is panic-stricken: more knocking at the door on the right. 
Her hand on her heart : j 
Go and see. . . 

[a M E D E E hesitates.] 

Go and see. It doesn’t help not to answer. It would only 
make things worse. It’s so easy to break a door in. 

[am E D E E makes for the right-hand door, while thefollowing is 
heardfrom the landing :] 

THE VOICE OF THE CONCIERGE: Knock a little louder! 
They’re always at home! 

[Several knocks,] 

MADELEINE [without moving, in a whisper]: Open it, go on ... 

[A m E DE K moves to do j/7,] No, don’t. . . 

AMEDEE [to Madeleine]: It wouldn’t do any good. It’s so 
easy to break a door in. 
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MADELEINE: Have a peep and see who it is, first. 

amedee [to Madeleine^: Ssh! [Then he bends down cautiously 
and looks through the keyhole^ while the following is heard from 
the landing,] 

the voice of the concierge: Knock louder, they can’t 
have heard you. 

[This makes Madeleine and amedee jump violently,] 

MADELEINE [with a beating heart]: Oh my God I Who on earth 
can it be ? We don’t know anybody . . . 

AMEDEE [straightening up, to Madeleine^ : The postman! 

THE POSTMAN [from outside] : M. Buccinioni! M. Buccinioni! 

MADELEINE [terrified]: A postman! Impossible! You’ve 
made a mistake . . . It’s all your fault, you and your old 
friends, it’s all because of your old friends . . . 

AMl?-DEE [while MADELEINE Stands there gasping^ with out¬ 
stretched arms^ as though ready to forbid anyone to enter the room ]: 
I’m just coming! I’ll open the door, why shouldn’t I open 
it? 

[He opens the door. The postman comes in.] 

You see, you can come in, now I’ve opened the door, come 
right in. I’ve nothing to hide, there’s nothing to hide in this 
flat. 

MADELEINE [almost dinging to the doorframe] : We’ve nothing 
to hide, there’s nothing to hide in this flat. 

am:6dee: My wife and I were just saying: ‘Why shouldn’t 
we open the door ? ’ 

THE POSTMAN [os though there was nothing unusual]: Perfectly 
natural, Sir. 

MADELEINE [without moving, to Amedee] : Why does he say it’s 
natural ? [ To the Postmari] Why do you say it’s natural ? 

THE POSTMAN [stUl quite indifferent] : A letter for you.. • 

AutT>±^: Oh no, there can’t be. 

MADELEINE: Who’d Write to us? That’s just what I was say¬ 
ing to my husband! Are you really only a postman ? 

AMEDEE f/o Madeleine] : Of course he is, Madeleine. What are 
you thinking of? 

MADELEINE \to the PostmaTi] : Then you can’t possibly have a 
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letter for us 1 Who do you think we are for people to write to 
us? 

THE POSTMANiYeSja letter for M. Arnddec Buccinioni ! 

MADELEINE: That’s our name! [She has come slightly away 
from the door^ but returns quickly as soon as she realizes it] There’s 
nothing, nobody in this room ! 

AM^DiiE [taking the letter from the Postman]: Why, yes he’s 
right 1 It’s amazing, but it is for us: Amedee Buccinioni. . . 

M A D E I. E I N K: How awful 1 

[ The POSTMAN turns to go^ while A M E D e E w examining the 
letter.] 

AMtvDEE: Look! It’s a mistake, it really is a mistake 1 

THE postman: You’re not M. Arnedce Buccinioni, then? 

amedee: I’m not the only Amedee Buccinioni in Paris! 
Nearly half the people in Paris have that name. 

[He holds out the letter to the postman, who takes it hack. A 
prolonged cracking noise comes from the room on the left. 
MADELEINE, horrified, stifies a scream, then utters a peal of 
laughter to cover the noise.] 

THE POSTMAN: Yet I take it you are M. Amedee Buccinioni 
of number twenty-nine, Generals Road . . . 

amedee: There’s more than one number twenty-nine, 
Generals Road, there’s more than one Generals Road, 
there are lots of them . . . [He casts a worried look at the floor, 
just by the table, and shows something to Madeleine, who is still 
motionless.] . . . Another one, Madeleine! , . . generals 
sprout like mushrooms . . . 

THE postman [pokerfaced]: You grow house mushrooms? 

amedee [quickly, to the Postman] : You see, it really is a mis¬ 
take. I am not Amedee Buccinioni, but a-me-dee- 
BUCGiNiONi; I don’t live at twenty-nine Generals Road, 
but at twenty-nine Generals Road ... You see, the capital 
A of Amedee on the envelope is written in round hand; 
my Christian name, Amedee, begins with a Roman 
capital. . . 

Madeleine: Tliey insisted on calling him after his god¬ 
father ! You see, it was a mistake. 
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THE POSTMAN [examining the letter]: You’re right, Monsieur, 
what you say is correct. 

AMKDEE [to the Postman]: Nobody knows us at all, nobody 
ever writes to us, 1 assure you. 

THE postman: Sorry to have troubled you. Sign, please, 
Monsieur! [He presents a notebook.] 

M AD E LEIN E: You’re not going to make us sign that, are you ? 
We’re respectable people. 

THE postman: Oh, it docrsn’t matter, Madame. It’s 
optional. So sorry. Good day to you! \Hc turns to 

MADELEINE: Wc^re sorry we can’t offer you a glass of wine. 
We’ve nothing in the flat; you see, my husband doesn’t 
drink. 

AMEDKK [to the Postman]: It’s quite true. I don’t drink. It 
doesn’t agree with nie. 

M AD E i,EIN E: Wc’k' really very sorry. 

THE pos’i'M AN: That’s all right. It’s not the custom in Paris. 

. It’s only country postmen who get a glass of w'ine. [He leaves,] 
[a ME DEE hurries forward to opf'n the door for him,] 

amedee: Good-bye! [He closes the door^ glances for a moment 
through the keyhole^ then straightens up briskly.] Pliew! ... It 
wasn’t for us after all! Do you think he was annoyed ? 

MADELEINE to tile centre of the stage^ complaining] : No 

one ever writes to us! Ncjt a single soul! We haven’t a friend 
left! We broke with everytme, absolutely everyone! We 
couldn’t invite them home. 

AMEDEE [looking about everywhere on the floor for the mushroom ]: 
I could have sworn I saw one just nowd 

MADELEINE [pointing to the room andfinishing her sentence ]: . .. 
with him here . . . 

AMEDEE [going down on his knees, then getting up again, a mush¬ 
room in his hand |: Here it is! Tve f(>und it! 

MADELEINE: The second one in the dining-room . . . Don’t 
put it on the table, silly, it’s not sanitary, and you know 
they’re poisonous. [A short silence.] Listen, today I’ll let you 
break your rule. Have a glass of wine, go on, you look so 
miserable I 
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[A tremendous crack is suddenly heardfrom the adjoining room.] 
Oh! I’m frightened! 

AMEDEE : It’s only him, Madeleine, don’t be afraid! 

[A loud crash of breaking glass from the same direction; 
AM 1; DEE rushes to the door followed Madeleine.] 
MADELEINE*. Don’t Stand there like that! Go and see! 
AMEDEE : What can have happened now! [They both disap^ 
pear through the door^ which they leave wide open; coming from the 
wings^ lefC\ He’s smashed the window! .. . His head’s gone 
right through! 

MADELEINE [in the wings^ : He’s growing both ends at once! 
What’s he up to now! Do something, Amcdee. The neigh¬ 
bours will see him! Pull his head in! 

AMEDEE [in the wings] : lliat’s what I am doing! 
MADELEINE [her back framed in the door] : Hurry up! 

[A dull thud.] 

Don’t drag his head on the floor! You are a clumsy devil! 
AMEDEE [in the : It’s not so easy! 

MADELEINE: Lift him up. Lay his head on the cushion. 
Don’t forget to close his eyes! 

AMED^.E [in the wings] : I can’t. There’s not enough room. 
MADELEINE [siUlframed in the doorway] : Well, fold him in two 
then, fold him in two, it’s easy enough! 

[a ME DEE can be heard breathing heavily with the effort,] 

No, not like that, [madeleine goes back into the room and 
can be heard saying] Let me do it! 

[amedee’s back now appears, framed in the doorway. From 
the wings ;] 

That’s it. Like this. I have to show you everything! 

AMdee [still in the doorway] : I was doing my best. . . You’re 
never satisfied . . . Arc the neighbours looking out of their 
windows ? 

MADELEINE [from the zcm^j] *. No . . . Come and help me. 

You always leave me to do the hardest part by myself. 
AMEDEE [disappears once more into the room; he leaves the door 
wide open and can be heard saying] : But I thought you 
wanted .., 
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MADELEINE \louder^ but Still off-stage^ : Now pull, pull harder! 
[ Their ejforts are clearly audible; a dull thud,] 

Look out.! Be careful! 

[More noise.] 

Close the shutters properly! It’ll be cold in here now, with¬ 
out the glass! 

AM E D E E: It’s not nearly winter yet. 

[a MED EE and MADEi.EiNE reappear.] 

MADELEINE *. That’s that 1 

amedee: You see, it’s all right in the end. 

MADELEINE [changes her mind as she is about to shut the door]: 
Go and close his eyes! You’ve forgotten again 1 
[ AMKr)EE starts walking towards the room.] 

7 'he 11' ighhours must liave heard. 

AMEDEE [stopping] : Tliey may not have done. [Short silence.] 
There’s not a sound from them! . . . Besides, al tiiis time of 


day . . . 

MADELEINE: They must have heard something. They’re not 
all deaf. 

am^:dive: Not all of them, they couldn’t be. But as 1 say, at 
this time of day. . . 

Madeleine: What could we tell them ? 

amed/ve: We could say it was the postman! 

MADEi.iii N E [turning her back to the audience and looking towards 
the rear window] : It was the postman who did it! It was the 
p-o-strnan! [ To Amedee^ Will they believe us ? The postman 
must have gone, by now. 

AM ed]^e: : All the better. [Ijoudly shouting to the rear of the stage] 
It was the p-o-strnan! 

Madeleine: ( * i mu *1 

, , < It was the p-o-strnan! The p-o-stman 1 

amedee: 1 ^ ^ 


[ They stop shouting, and the echo is heard.] 
echo: The p-o-stman! The p-o-stinan! P-o-stman! O-o-st- 
man! 

A M K D K e [he and Madeleine both turning to face the audience ]: 

You see, even the echo’s repeating it. 

MADELEINE: Perhaps it isn’t the echo! 


51 



am6d6e or how to get rid of it 

AM^DiE: It strengthens our case, anyhow. It’s an alibi!.. • 
Let’s sit down. 

MADELEINE [silting dowu^i Life’s really getting impossible. 
Where are we to find new window-panes ? 

[Suddenly^ from the adjoining room, a violent bang is heard 
against the wall; a me dee, who was about to sit down, stands 
up again, his gaze riveted on the left of the stage; Madeleine 
does the same,] 

MADELEINE [uttering a cry ]: Ah! 

AM^DtcE [distractedly]: Keep calm, keep calm 1 

[7he left-hand door gradually gives way, as though under 
steady pressure.] 

MADELEINE [not far from fainting, but still standing, cries out 
again] : Ah! Heaven help us I 

[Then amedee and Madeleine, dumb with terror, watch 
two enormous feet slide slowly in through the open door and 
advance about eighteen inches on to the stage.] 

MADELEINE: Look! 

[ l^his is naturally an anguished cry,yet there should be a certain 
restraint about it; it should, of course, convey fear, but above all 
irritation. This is an embarrassing situation, but it should not 
seem at all unusual, and the actors should play this scene quite 
naturally. It is a '‘nasty blow^ of course, an extremely ^ nasty 
blow\ but no worse than that.] 

amiSdee: I’m looking. [He rushes forward, lifts the feet and sets 
them carefully on a stool or chair.] Well, that’s the limit 1 

MADELEINE: W hat’s he doing to us now? What does he 
want! 

AMi^Di^E*. He’s growing faster and faster! 

MADELEINE: Do something, can’t you! 

AMEDEE [appalled, desperately]: There’s nothing to be done, 
nothing. There’s nothing left for us to do, I’m afraid! He’s 
got geometrical progression. 

MADELEINE: Geometrical progression! ? 

AMi^DEE [fl5 before]: Yes ... the incurable disease of the 
dead! How could he have caught it here with us! 

MADELEINE [losing control]: But what’s to become of usl 
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Good God, what’s to become of us I I told you this would 
happen... I was sure of it. . . 

AMEDjfcE: rilgoandfoldhimup. . . 

MADELEINE: YouVe done that already! 

AMEDEE: ril go and roll him up. . . 

MADELEINE: That won’t stop him getting bigger. He’s 
growing in all directions at once 1 Where are we going to 
put him ? What are we to do with him ? What’s to become 
of us I buries her head in her hands and weeps,^ 

AMEDEE : Come on, Madeleine, cheer up! 

MADELEINE: Oh no 1 It’s too much, it’s more than anyone 
could stand . . . 

AMEDEE \tryin(r to comfort her\\ Everyone has problems, 
Madeleine. 

MADELEINE [wringing her hancbi ]: T don’t call this living! No, 
no, it’s unbearal)ie. 

amed^:e: Think of my parents, for example, they had . , . 

MADELEINE \in tears^ interrupting him] : And now he’s going to 
bring all his mushrooms in here. You’ve found two already, 
that was a warning. I should have realized . . . 

{More cracking noises from the adjoining room,'] 

AMEDEE \as before ]: S<')mc people arc worse off than we are! 

MADELEINE [sohbing, tears^ despair]: You don’t understand 
that it’s not natural, it’s inhuman, that’s what it is, in¬ 
human, cr)mpletely inhuman! {She collapses on a chair and 
sobs, her head in her hands; every noiv and again she groans.] It’s 
inhuman, that’s what it is, inhuman . . . inhuman . . . 
inhuman. . . 

AMEDEE {has been standing by impotently all this time, his arms 
hanging at his sides, norju looking at A^adeleine and taking a step 
nearer as though to console her, then giving up and gazing at the 
dead man as he mops his brow; he says to himself] : What about 
my plays? I shan’t be able to write any now . . . We’re 
finished. . . 

{ The feet advance another twelve inches and make m a d e i. e i n e 
jump.] 

MADELEINE: Again! {She buries her face in her hands once more, 
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sobbing and groaning'] . . . inhuman . . . inhuman . . , 

am6d£e : Now I shall never be able to. . . We shan’t even be 
able to breathe in this atmosphere! 

MADELEINE \still in ike same state and muttering to herself ]: . . . 
inhuman . . . inhuman . . . [Then she changes the refrain with] 
It’s an ideal excuse for you to stop work altogether! [And 
returns /o] . . . that’s what it is . . . it’s inhuman . . . 

[A buzz at the switchboard; she makes a desperate effort to stand 
up ; it is now one o^clock.] 

MADELEINE: Still, it’s time for me to get back to work again. 
It’s more than I can . . . [However^ she tries to put on her hat and 
shouts at the switchboard] All right, I’m coming . . . 

amedee: Don’t go, Madeleine, not today anyhow, you’re 
too tired, rest a little. . . 

Madeleine: I must go. What do you think we’re going to 
live on? We haven’t a penny . . . 

[ The buzzer goes again^ more impatiently,] 

Whatever happens, I’ve got to . . . [To the switchboard] Yes, 
yes! All right! ... [To AmMee] Other people don’t care 
• . . they only want to squeeze you till the last drop of blood 
. . . they never think you might be at your last. . . gasp . . . 
[Buzz,] 

AM Is dee: We’ve still got some food in reserve, Madeleine! 
Macaroni, mustard, vinegar, celery . . . 

MADELEINE [collapsing Completely ]: We shall go a long way on 
that... I don’t care, I can’t stand any more, it’s too much 
. . . [ Taking off the hat she hasjust clamped on anyhow ^ she hurls it 
away from her and shouts at the switchboard] I won’t answer. 
I’ve had enough. . . 

f The buzzers suddenly stop,] 

. . . more than I can bear . . . [Shefalls on a chair; her hat is 
lying somewhere on the floor; her head is in her hands again and 
she is sobbing hopelessly,] 

A M D E E [looks at her and then^ completely at a losSy picks her hat up 
mechanically; he stands there, in the centre of the stage, holding the 
hat and staring into space; with some violent cracking noises still 
coming from the adjoining room, he walks very slowly to his arm- 
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chair and sinks down in it^ all hunched up; in a very tired voice he 
says ^: I can’t understand how we ever got into such a mess. 
It’s so unfair. . . And in a case like this... no one to turn to 
for help and advice!. . . 

CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


The scene is the same. When the act opens it is three o'"clock. In the 
right half of the stage there is more furniture than there was before. It 
has been brought from the left-hand room, because the dead man has 
taken up all the space. It includes a divan bed, near the door, right, and 
perhaps an additional armchair, a bedside table, a standing wash¬ 
basin, a mirror, a wardrobe ~ various bedroom furniture, infact. These 
objects are all jumbled round the right-hand door, which is blocked up. 
The left-hand side of the stage, is devoid offurniture, except for a few 
stools, spaced out so that the feet and legs of the dead man many rest on 
them ; the body takes up a great part of this side of the stage. Also on the 
lefi-hand side there are a number of giant mushrooms growing at the 
foot of the walls. Every now and again the dead man\sfeet jerk forward 
towards the right, giving Amedec and Madeleine a violent shock on 
each occasion. Every time this happens amedee measures the fresh 
ground covered, automatically, as though it were a reflex action. 

[As the curtain rises a M E d e e and m a d e l. e i N e are on the lef t 
of the stage. They are barely visible, concealed by the lumber. 
Neither of them speaks for a moment, then the dead marts feet 
suddenly slide forward to the right. At once Madeleine’s 
head appears, only to disappear again a moment later among the 
furniture, a M E D e e comes into the open stage 
MADELEINE [making a brief appearance ^; You can actually sec 
him growing. 

AMEDEE [goes and makes a chalk mark on the floor by the stool on 
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which the dead marCs feet are resting^ and then carefully measures 
the distance between the old mark and the new one; when he has done 
this^ he says'] : Six inches in twenty minutes. He’s growing 
faster than ever . . . Oh dear oh dear! \For a moment he gazes 
at the part of the body that is on the stage, then at the enormous 
mushrooms.] They’re still getting bigger too! [A silence.] If 
they weren’t the poisonous variety, we could eat them, or 
sell them 1 Oh 1 I’m really no good at anything: whatever I 
try 11 can never make a go of it. 

MADELEINE [emerging from the lumber and combing her hair in 
front of the mirror] : 1 ’ ve been telling you that for ages . . . 

AMEDEE [with a sigh] : Yes, Madeleine, you’re right. Anyone 
else could manage better than I do. I’m like a helpless 
child, I’m defenceless. I’m a misfit... I wasn’t made to live 
in the twentieth century. 

M A D E L EIN E: You should have been born earlier... or a darn 
sight later! 

[Silence. With his hand^ behind his back, rather round- 
shouldered, he strolls meditatively round the left-hand part (f the 
stage ; then he stops. ] 

AM E dee: If only my morale was a little higher. It’s being so 
tired. Yet 1 don’t do anything special . . . [He starts making 
for the bed on the right and brushes against the dead man*s legs] 
Oh, I’m so sorry . . . 

[He gently re-arranges the legs and glances at Madeleine to see 
if she has noticed or not; as he sees she is still busy with her hair, 
he looks a little more relieved; then, after a few more paces, he 
suddenly stops. He has an idea. He glances again at Madeleine, 
then towards the open door to the left, then again at Madeleine; 
once more towards the door. He has made up his mind; he tiptoes 
quietly towards the next room and has just reached the doorway 
when:] 

MADELEINE [coming right forward into the front of the stage]: 
Am6dee, where arc you going ? 

[a M E D i E stands stock still.] 

Can’t you hear me, Arn^dec ? I want to know where you’re 
going? 
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am^d^e: Nowhere, nowhere at all_where could I be 

going? 

M A D E LEIN E: I’m coming with you. 

amedee: I can’t move an inch without you following me! 
I’m a free man, aren’t I ? 

MADELEINE [annoyecT] : Do as you please, rny dear, go ahead, 
go ahead if you like . . . If you always want to be by your¬ 
self! ... If only getting your own way got you somewhere! 

AMEDEE [retracing his steps^ : Very well. I’ll never go in again, 
so there 1 Now are you satisfied ? 

MADELEINE [shrugging her shoulders\ : What a nasty temper! 
You are an impossible creature! I need all my patience, 
with you . . . you haven’t a single saving grace. You can see 
where it’s got us, you can see the mess we’re in . . . 

AME D EE: Finding fault, always finding fault! When a thing’s 
done, it’s done, no use crying over . . . 

MADELEINE:! t’s casy to talk 1 Just to shake off your responsi¬ 
bilities. 

AME DE E : It’s not altogether 7ny fault . . . 

MADELEINE: Well, I like that! Surely you’re not suggesting 
it’s mine! [She maJeesfor the left-hand room.} 

amedee: Where arc you g^)ing ? 

MADELEINE: I caii’t leave him as he is! Someone’s got to 
clean him up, and I can’t see you doing it! 

amedee: Why bother! What’s the good! 

MADELEINE [does not in fact go; the dead man^s feet advance 
again] : He’s growing! Growing again! 

[amedee moves towards the bed.] 

What are you doing? You still haven’t closed his eyes! 
You’ve got a memory like a sieve! 

AMEDEE : I feci so tired \ [He goes and collapses on the bed.] 

MADELEINE: As usual, whcn it’s time for you to do some¬ 
thing !. . . Are you going to get rid of him ? If you’re really 
so tired, take some medicine, take a tonic . . . take some¬ 
thing. 

amedee: They have no effect on me any more. They just 
make me more tired. 
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MADELEiNE:Thisisafinetirne... 

AMEdee: I’ve no strength left, no will-power. 

MADELEINE: A fine lime to give in! At the critical moment 
your energy always deserts you and your will-power 
dwindles away. You’ll never change, my lad 1 Will you get 
rid of him or not ? 

amedee: It’ll be all right, it really will, it’ll be all right... I’m 
sure it will. . . it’s simply got to be all right. . . 

MADELEINE: You really believe that, do you? [Then, sud¬ 
denly changing her ionel It’s sheer madness I Do you expect it 
to put itself right ? ... Something has got to be done, some¬ 
thing positive! Now listen to me! If you don’t get rid of 
him, I’m going to get a divorce. 

amedee: It’s not the right time to do that. I couldn’t look 
after him all by myself. 

Madeleine: Do you intend to get rid of him, then? Yes or 
No ? Answer me! 

amed^:r: I’m thinking about it, Madeleine. Seriously I 
am. 

MADELEINE: You’rc thinking ! It’s ages since you first started 
thinking about it! If you don’t decide what to do, the 
neigh bours are bound to notice something. And soon there 
won’t be enough room for him. . . 

amedee: As if the neighbours cared . . . 

MADELEINE: That’s what you think. Listen ! . . . 

[From the landing can be heard the voice of concierge 
and a marCs voic(u\ 

THE voice of the CONCIERGE: Thcrc’s something very 
peculiar g(iing on in this house . , . 

THE man’s VoI cE: Yes, they’re a rum lot! 

MADELEINE: Did you hear? And it’s not the first time I’ve 
heard remarks like that. . . 

AMtiDEE: Oh, people say anything. Just gossip, it doesn’t lead 
to anything. . , 

MADELEINE: Until they find out and the trouble starts . . . 
We’ll be the talk of the neighbourhood. And it won’t stop 
at that! 
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am6d6e: All right. I told you I’d get rid of him and I will. I 
promise. 

M A D E L E 1 N E : When ? When ? When ? 

AMEDEE : Tomorrow . . . Let me have a little rest first. 

Madeleine: Tomorrow, tomorrow ... I know your 
promises, your ‘tomorrows’ ... A whole life-time has 
slipped away between your tomorrows ... It’s not tomor¬ 
row, it’s this very day that you’ve got to make up your 
mind. Understand ? 

AMEDEE : Very well. Ifyou’d rather, I’ll get rid ofhim for you 
today. 

MADELEINE: If only you meant it! [A short silence You do 
intend to get rid ofhim for both of us, I suppose, and not just 
for me ? You’ll do it a little for your own peace of mind, 
too ? 

AMEDEE*. Oh, if I was alone, you know, I’d get used to it 
somehow. 

MADELEINE: But where would you put him? Where would 
you put him ? This is such a tiny fiat. We don’t live in the 
Louvre, full of long galleries y<)u could shut a train in . . . 
Even if we did, he’d fill them all. 

AMi^DtE: I only need a little space, a tiny little corner to live 
in. . . 

MADELEINE: You Call that ‘living’ . . . 

am^;dee: Oh, leave me alone. . . It’s just fate. 

MADELEINE: You’re quite hopeless . . . We haven’t much 
future left, you might at least try and make it a little more 
pleasant . . . [ 7b herself^ What will people say! What will 
people say 1 

AMEDEE: You don’t give me a moment’s peace . . . Do you 
think I’m not suffering, too ? I’m not the same as I used to 
be, either. And you say I haven’t changed 1 

MADELEINE: I’ve been telling you it’s all your fault, and I’ll 
go on telling you until I can get it into your thick head. 

AMEDEE [weakly] : No. It’s not only my fault. 

MADELEINE: Itis,itis! 

[am]6d6e, beaten^ shrugs his shoulders^ says nothings but 
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simply moves his lips to form the ‘ TisrCt ’ of an obstinate child; 
it is quite inaudible. Silence.^ 

You ought to have reported his death at the time. Or else 
got rid of tht; body sooner, when it was easier. You can’t 
deny that you’re lazy, idle, untidy. . . 

amedee: Dead tired, more than anything, dead tired. 

MADELEINE \continuing\\ You never know where you put 
your own things. You waste three quarters of your time 
looking for them, rummaging about in the drawers. And 
then I find them for you under the bed, all over the place. 
You’re always taking on jobs you never finish. You make 
y)lans, give them up and then let everything slide. If I 
hadn’t been here to keep us both alive . . . witli the little I 
earn. . . and ikav///.«/V gone. . . 

[In his armchair or on the hed^ a xME de e suffers it all without a 
word, crushed; his face., turned towards the audience., is expres- 
.sive of immense fatis;uc.] 

MADELEINE [taking it up again., after a pause^^\ You’ve let 
hftetm years go by . . . Fifteen years! . , . Now we’ll n<.‘vcr 
make anyone believe that iKithing’s happening here, that 
nothing’s ever liappened . . . And it’s all because you’ve no 
initiative . . . [ The dead man makes another sudden jerk forward. 
AMEDEE rises painfully to hb feet, like a robot, and goes to 
measure the latest progress, makes a new chalk mark, returns to 
his armchair, and falls heavily into it, while Madeleine, with 
hardly a pause, goes on with her tirade^ It might be better to tell 
the police after all, if you won’t do anything else. . . 

amedee: There’d be such a fuss . . , 

Madeleine: Anyway, if we could prove he’d been dead for 
fifteen years . . . they can’t prosecute when a man’s been 
dead for fifteen years. . . 

amedee: Thirteen. . . 

Madeleine: You see, even thirteen’s enough, and in our 
case it’s fifteen . . . If you’d reported his death at the time, 
we’d he all right now . . . We’d be feeling much safer . . . 
Not so afraid of the neighbours. This place would be more 
cheerful and we shouldn’t be living like prisoners, like 
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criminals ., . [She indicates the dead man,] Because of him, 
everything goes wrong. . . 

amedee: ril never succeed, Madeleine, in teaching you 
logic. If we’d gone to the authorities the day he died, we’d 
have been in prison long ago or probably been executed. 
7'he fifteen years would never have had time to elapse . . . 

MADELEINE: Obviously I must be wrong. According to you 
I’m always wrong. But I still think ... Yes, /’m always the 
stupid one, aren’t I? That’s what you’re trying to say? 

amedee: I didn’t mean you were stupid. It’s just that you’re 
not logical, which isn’t the same thing at all. 

MADELEINE: Oh! . . . you and your hair-splitting! . . . 

AMEDEE: It’s no good, we don’t understand each other. 

MADELEINE: I understand all right. And I’ve understood 
you too. . . for a very long time! 

AME DE E: I’m sure you have! 

MADELEINE [after a brief silence ]: Or perhaps you could still 
have gone to the police station the next day, after the mur¬ 
der, and told them you’d killed him in a fit of anger, out of 
jealousy. After all, it would have been perfectly true. You 
always said you thought he was my lover . .. And I never 
denied it. . . 

AMEDEE: Oh ? Is that why I killed him ? I’d forgotten . . . 

MADELEINE: Scatterbrain! As though anyone could forget 
a thing like that! [Continuing] . . . And as it was a crime of 
passion, you wouldn’t have had any trouble; they’d have 
given you some little statement to sign and then let you go 
free. The statement would have been stuffed into a file, it 
would all be over and done with. .. the whole affair would 
have been forgotten ages ago. .. 

am^d^e: But as it is, we’re still talking about it! . .. Poor 
young fellow. . . Ah yes!. . . I believe I remember, he had 
come to pay us a visit. Had I seen him before ? Was it the 
first time he’d come to the flat ? 

MADELEINE [continuing] : I tell you we’d never have been in 
this state, if you hadn’t been so careless and always let 
things slide. 
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AMifeDEE: Fve always loathed red tape and bureaucracy . . . 

MADELEINE [stUl Sweeping on\ : Whenever I asked you, while 
there was still time, to go and register his death, you 
answered as you did just now: ‘tomorrow’, ‘tomorrow’, 
‘tomorrow’,‘tomorrow’. . . 

AMEDEE: I say, what if I went tomorrow? 

MADELEINE [forceJully\ : No! Today, today, today, today! 

AMEDEE: Perhaps it’s easier to go to the police station . . . 

MADELEINE: Ycs, cHsicr tiian k‘rping your promise. Didn’t 
you just say you were going to get him out of here today ? Or do 
you want me to get a divorce ? 

AMEDEE: All rig)it, all right. . . today . . . 

MADELEINE: Anyv-ay, T e n’t see iwv going to the police; 
stati on, H'‘-id ;j;, it woulcLx’i :!o any gorid now. Fifte'm years 
after the murd. r, th y’d never believe you did it in anger. 
If you wait fifteen years, tii^it proves it was premeditated,.. 

AMEDEE: Look here, Madeleine . . . 

MADELEINE: If you’rc going to tell me again I’m not logical! 

AMEDEE: Fm not, 

MADE I link: \A'ell, what is it, then? 

AMEDEE: Fm wondering wln.-t we could say to the police 
... As he’s grown so old - he does look very old, doesn’t he ? 
~ perhaps I could say it was my father and I killed him 
yesterday. . . 

MADELEINE: Oh, I don’t think that’d be a very bright 
idea . . . 

AMEDEE: No, perhaps not. You’re right. . . 

MADELEINE: OfFiciallv, there’s nothing we can do now. But 
we can still get round the law. You’ve got to act on your 
own . . . and as quickly as possible . . . 

AMEDEE [gets up slowly and walks round the walls of the. room, 
avoiding the body^ : In point of fact, Madeleine, Fm just 
wondering if I really . . . 

MADELEINE: What’s the matter now? You’re hesitating, 
aren’t you ? You don’t want to do anything! 

AMEDEE: Yes I do. I was going to say something else. 

MADELEINE: What then? What’s puzzling you? 
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AMi^D^E: Did I really kill him ? 

madeleineiYou don’t think it was a poor weak woman... 
like me? 

amed^:e:No, no. Of course not. 

MADELEINE*. Well? 

AMtD]^E: Was it really this young Romeo that we . .. that I 
killed ? It seems to me, - oh, what a memory I’ve got!. .. 
it seems to me that the young man had already left .. • 
when the crime was committed . . . 

MADELEINE*. You admitted yourself you’d killed him. You 
said you remembered. You did, didn’t you? 

amedi^e: Perhaps 1 was wrong. I may have been mistaken 
... I get everything so mixed up, dreams and real life, 
memories and imagination... Now I don’t know where I 
am. 

MADELEINE: If it’s not the young man, who else could it 
possibly have been ? 

a M i D E: Perhaps it was the baby. 

MADELEINE: The baby? 

AM ^;d^e : A neighbour once asked us to look after a baby. Do 
you remember ? It was years ago. She never came to take it 
away . . . 

Madeleine: What nonsense!. . . Why should the baby have 
died ? And why, if it did die, did we keep it here and let it 
grow up ? How careless can you get ? And where would you 
have killed it ? . . . Murderer! Baby-killer! 

amedee: It’s possible. I don’t know. Perhaps it was crying 
too loud ? Crying babies get on my nerves ... It must have 
stopped me working, writing my play. I suppose it must 
have infuriated me so much, that baby squalling away 
hour after hour, that I ... in a fit of justifiable rage ... a 
clumsy blow ... a bit brutal... killing babies is as easy 
killing flies, you know! 

MADELEINE: Whether this old man’s really the baby or the 
young lover doesn’t alter the situation. And you’ve got to 
get us out of it. 

AMiDiE: Of course, of course! . • . second later^ his face 
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lit Up by a glimmering of hope,"] But why shouldn’t he 
have died a natural death anyway ? Why do you insist I 
killed him? A baby’s very delicate. It holds to life by a 
thread. 

MADELEINE: It Wasn’t the baby. My memory’s more reliable 
than yours. It was the young man. 

AMEDEE: A young lover ... a lover ... who comes in . .. 
drinks a bit too much . . . sees a pretty woman . . . quite 
voluptuous ... that sends up the blood-pressure... a stroke 
perhaps and . . . good Lord . . . 

MADELEINE: So it’s all my fault? That’s what you mean, 
isn’t it... I thought we’d agreed it was nothing to do with 
me!. . . 

A M E D E E: I’m sorry. 

MADELEINE: To Start with, it takes more than that to kill a 
young man of twenty. He doesn’t suffer from hardening of 
the arteries, like one old crock I know . . . 

\\Vhen *5he says Wdd crock"* Madeleine stresses these two 
words and glances significantly at Amedee; the latter pretends not 
to under stand.1 

AMEDEE*. Now I comc to tluiik of it, Fin not sure it wasn’t 
someone else . . . 

MADELEINE: Who then? What are you getting at now? 

AM#, dee: Listen . . .You know I was in the country one day 
fishing ... a woman fell in the water and shouted for help. 
As 1 can’t swim - and anyway the fish were biting - I 
stayed where I was and left her to drown. ... In that case 
I’d merely be charged with not helping someone whose life 
was in danger. . . . That’s not so serious. 

MADELEINE*. And how would you explain the presence of 
this corpse in our flat ? 

amedee: Oh! ... I don’t know about that. It might have 
been brought here for artificial respiration ... Or it could 
have come by itself. . . 

MADELEINE: Idiot! You’ve forgotten it’s not the body of a 
woman, it’s a man’s! 

am#:d#:e : That’s true. I hadn’t thought of that. 
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MADELEINE : III any case, we’d still be guilty of harbouring 
a corpse, 

amj^dee: Yes, you’re right there •.. quite right ,, ,[A pause. 
He goes on thinking, walking round the walls of the room; he 
accidentally bumps into a mushroom, or crushes it; he gives a starLi 
I beg your pardon! 

[MADELEINE hos Seen it coming, too late.'] 

MADELEINE [losing her temper] : Mind my mushrooms!... I 
suppose you’re going to squash all my mushrooms, now! 
AMED It E : I didn’t do it on purpose 1 

MADELEINE: Poor little mushrooms! You’ve broken all the 
crockery already 1 Now there’s not a plate left for you to 
practise your clumsiness on ... 
amedee: You know, you can’t practise clumsiness ,.. 
MADELEINE: . , . you’re having a go at my mushrooms! 
amedee: There are plenty of them, anyway. Look how 
they’re springing up, and getting fatter all the time ... 
MADELEINE: You Said there’d always be plenty of my plates 
too .. . and now there’s not one left... 
am6d6e: Platesdon’tgrow.., 

MADELEINE: No, but they cost money, 
am]&dee: Whereas mushrooms, they just germinate and 
shoot up ... At least, as long as he*s here... [He points to the 
body.] 

Madeleine: Another reason for leaving him here, I 
suppose.,. 

amedee: No, no! Of course not... 

[ The dead marCs feet slide forward suddenly in several successive 
jerks; they advance a long way towards the right-^handdoor, very 
noisily as usual.] 

MADELEINE [letting out a distracted cry]'. Ah! Amedee! You 
see! You see! What on earth are you waiting for! 

[am^dILe tries to mark the fresh progress with the chalk, but 
gives it up when the body jerks forward again; he throws the 
chalk aside and shrugs his shoulders.] 

What are you waiting for ? What are you hoping for ? Make 
up your mind, can’t you? 
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ami^dee: Yes, I see I must. I see I must. .. It’s not going to 
be easy. 

MADELEINE: Plcasc, plcasc darling, do something . , . 

A M E DE E: What did you say ? 

MADELEINE [amoycd again ]: I simply said ‘Do something’, 
because something has got to be done, that’s all.. . . And I 
said it because it’s up to you. 

AMEDEE: I can’t do it straightaway. I must wait till it’s dark. 
Tonight’s the time. That’s a promise. 

MADELEINE: What a relief it wil 1 be. 

AMEDEE: You’ll be happy at last. 

MADELEINE: Happy . . . Happy... As if we could make up 
for all that lost time! All those wasted years, they’re a dead 
weight. . . always with us.. . 

AMEDEE: It’ll be some consolation, anyway. 

MADELEINE: I shan’t be quite so miserable in my old age, 
that’s all. . . 

AMEDEE: If you like, perhaps we could try and remove him at 
once... 

MADELEINE: It’s too risky, for both of us. No one must see 
you. Let’s wait till it’s dark. What’s it matter ... It should 
have been done long ago . . . we’ll have to wait a little 
longer, until this evening . , . we’ve waited for fifteen years 
. . . what are a few hours more? Oh dear, I’m so used to 
waiting, waiting, waiting, long uncomfortable years of 
waiting, that’s what my life has been, . , 

AMEDEE [timidly ]: So has mine. 

MADELEINE:. . . that’s what my life has been ,. . you could 
write a book about it! Why have you never thought of 
writing a novel about my life? Surely, I’ve earned it. You 
never think of me! 

AMEDEE [timidly] : I’ll try, if you like. .. after we’ve... 

[The dead man advances slightly; from now on the body will 
advance^ slowly but steadily^ towards the right-hand door^ but 
withoutjerking,] 

MADELEINE: If hc’s Still got geometrical progression, will the 
flat hold him until tonight ? 
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AM^D^E: Well, I hope so ... [He makes a rough mental cakula^ 
tion of the distance separating the feet from the right-hand wall.’] 
MADELEINE: You might work it out. Then we’d be sure . .. 
AMEDi^E [with a tired gesture ']: I was never very good at maths. 
We’ll soon see . . , 

madeleineiY ou’re never sure of anything, are you ? 
amedee: Let’s sit down. Keep our strength up. And wait. 
We can’t help it. Can’t do anything else. Sit down, 
Madeleine . . . We’ve got to make the best of it. 

[MADELEINE and AMEDEE sit down^ he collapsing into his 
armchair^ she nervously on the edge of a chair. Silence, Then^ 
picking up her needles^ she starts knittings impatiently; from 
time to time she glances at Amedee^ then stares at the clock at the 
back of the stage. The audience should still be able to see its hands ^ 
moving slowly at the same speed as the dead man^s feet. Mean¬ 
while the room where the two characters are sitting will grow 
dim as the light through the rear window changes from daylight 
to a sunset glow ^ later becoming almost dark in the twilight; right 
at the end of the act there will be moonlight, coming from a huge, 
round moon that can he seen through the window.] 

MADELEINE [another glance at Amedee, then at ike clock. Silence, 
She is knitting. She looks again at Amedk, who is crumpled in his 
armchair, facing the audience, with his eyes half-closed; she opens 
her mouth to say something, then shuts it again. The clock strikes 
the hour; once more, she looks at Amedee and theri ]: Amedee! 
AMED]^E [his eyes still closed]'. What? ! , . . Let me get my 
strength back . ,. 

MADELEINE: You Ought to get on with some work ... it’ll 
help you to pass the time until the evening ... Write your 
play.. . It’d be a shame to miss an opportunity like this.. • 
amed6e [oj before] :... I’m ... so ... tired ... 
MADELEINE: Make an effort, Am6dee! You know it’s for 
your own good... 

AMEDi&E [as before]'. No energy, not up to the mark ... I 
can’t,.. no ... really ... not just now .. . 

MADELEINE: But you’vc nothing else to do until tonight... 
[Silence; am^di^e tries to stand up, half rises andfalls back 
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into the armchair again. Heavy silence ; the body is still imper^ 
ceptibly lengthening, the hands of the clock are gradually 
advancing.1 

AMEDEE [as before \: It’s such a long time until tonight. . .. 
I’m scared stiff already. . . 

MADELEINE \less harshly ]: Courage, Amedee. Keep cairn and 
you’ll forget you’re frightened. Control yourself. 

AMEDEE [flj before ]: I’ll try and control myself. 

MADELEINE: It’s the Only way. 

[Silence.] 

AM#.DEE [as before ]: It’s going to be a tremendous effort to 
carry him . . . it’ll take it out of me . . . 

MADELEINE: Try not to think about it. . . think about some¬ 
thing else . ,, forget about it till later ... don’t waste your 
energy. Do a little writing . . . 

AMEDEE [<23- before ]: Forget. .. when that’s all we’re waiting 
for, just waiting for time to pass ... I’ve got palpitations 
already. . . 

MADELEINE: It’ll be a nasty moment. . . but I’ll be there, 
I’ll help you. 

AMEDEE [oj before^ : The worst part, the worst part of all, I’ll 
have to do myself. . . 

MADELEINE: Well, it’s your turn now. 

amedee: . . . and the most dangerous part . .. 

MADELEINE: It’sjust as dangerous for both of us . . . 

AMEDEE [< 2 J before ]: . . . And the physical effort. . . 

MADELEINE: You’re a man. 

A M E D E E before] : I never went in for sport. I never did any 

manual labour. I’m no good, even at odd jobs. I’ve a 
sedentary occupation, Tm an intellectual... 

MADELEINE: You never had a proper education or you’d 
have kept fit. . . 

AMEDEE [as before ]: I realize that now . . . too late, too late 
.. . But whoever would have dreamt . .. that I should 
have to. . . 

MADELEINE: You have to be ready for everything in life, for 
any eventuality... 
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AM^Di^E [as before]: That’s true. My parents didn’t look 
ahead . . . No use blaming them now. . . 

MADELEINE [more nervously]: And yet at times, usually the 
wrong times, you do have bursts of energy ... You mana¬ 
ged to kill him all right . . . Pity your strength didn’t fail 
you then, you might have had a bit more today! 

AMEDEE [as before ]: Listen, there’s no real proof I did kill 
him. I’m not at all sure I did. 

MADELEINE: Off you go again! 

AMi&DEE [as before^ : But I told you before! 

MADELEINE: Are you crazy or just being awkward? 

AMEDEE [as before]: I’m willing to admit it, as I can’t see any 
other reasonable explanation ... I admit it looks as if I was 
the one who killed him . . . 

MADELEINE: Well, that’s something! . . . 

AMEDiEE [as before ]: But it’s so easy to find the energy, the 
sudden strength you need, to kill someone in a fit of spite or 
anger . . . It just happens . . . Anybody could do it. . . It’s 
the prolonged physical effort that frightens me . . . Will it 
be too much for me? , . . The physical effort, the mere 
thought of it, the premeditated effort, the waiting, that’s 
what’s killing me. I will do it, because I must. . • 

because I must . . . 

MADELEINE: It’s all quite simple, then. Try and stop worry¬ 
ing. That’ll help. Pretend nothing’s the matter. This is a 
day like any other . . . just as dreary but no drearier . . . 
Write your play. That’ll put the neighbours off the scent as 
well. We mustn’t give them the slightest suspicion . .. 

AMi^DifeE [flj before]: No need to worry about the neighbours. 
They’re not thinking abut us. Listen . . . not a sound . . . 

MADELEINE: They’re there all right. No fear of that. In their 
flats, with their ears glued to the walls or the floorboards, or 
at their windows, peering out, perhaps, behind the curtains 
... or downstairs, in silent groups, standing round the 
concierge. . . 

AMiiDi^E [as before]: You’re exaggerating . .. 

MADELEINE: I know them better than you do. It’s when 
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they’re quiet I fear them most. People are so cruel, with 
their callous curiosity. .. They’re always spying on us, they 
do nothing else all day. Can’t you feel them there? Can’t 
you sense how heavy the silence is ? As soon as they’ve any¬ 
thing to go on, this uneasy silence you’ve such faith in will 
shatter like a vase into a thousand fragments . . . I’d much 
rather they were talking, making sure their nasty remarks 
are loud enough for us to hear ... or even slipping their 
dirty little notes under the door... or trying to make holes 
in the wall to put bits of wire through . . . you know, as they 
did the other day ... I prefer that any time. You know 
where you stand . . . But this sinister silence of theirs, I can’t 
get used to it. . . We must be on our guard . .. 

AMEDEE before^: This evening . . . tonight ... at mid¬ 
night, the witching hour, not before . . . like a thief.. . If 
only we could get started . . . get it over . . . Oh! If only the 
time would pass more quickly! [Silence'] We’ve just got to 
make the best of it. 

[Silence.] 

MADELEINE [suddenly]: Oh, for goodness’ sake do a little 
work! How many times have I got to tell you? Don’t you 
realize we must keep them guessing? ... As though there 
was nothing unusual.. . , 

AMJ^DEE [still in the same position^ laboriously ]: Just a day like 
any other, any other day.. . 

MADELEINE: Oh, write something, do! ... pull yourself 
together! [Indicating the body] Surely he ought to inspire 
you, concentrate ... I haven’t much heart for work either 
.. , but I’m going on with my knitting, as usual. .. 

AMEDEE [as before ]: I’ll try. I must get down to it, must get 
down to it. . . [Silence.] Why, I believe... I believe. . . the 
images are rising . . . painfully lifting their heads . . . the 
words are taking flight ... everything’s on the move . . . 
coming slowly nearer. . . how tired I am!. . . funny sort of 
job . . . [With great scorn] A writer . . . [Short pause] I’d 
rather sleep, until midnight. But I couldn’t anyway... no 
more sleep for me... I - must - write! [Shortpause. Still in 

70 



ACT TWO 


the same position.^ The horizon’s a ring of dark mountains ... 
Thick clouds are sweeping over the ground . . . smoke and 
mist . . . That’s it . . . Gome closer, come on, closer . . . 
[Still in the same position^ his eyes half shut^ he appears to be puU 
ling something very heavy towards him with an invisible rope; he 
opens his eyes for a few seconds and his face should express 
immense weariness; he does not change his attitude^ he is still 
crumpled in his armchair facing the audience^ and when he pulls the 
invisible rope^ he does so very slowly. He is like a man so exhausted 
and overtaxed that any effort^ especially this, is extremely painful. 
At the same time he is rocking his head and shoulders rhythmically 
from the left to right, from right to left, in the chair; he should look 
as though, at any moment, his head, which is swaying back-- 
wards andforwards, might snap from his neck and go rolling into 
the laps of the people in thefirst row of the stalls.\ Come out ,. .of 
the well. , . come out. . . come up . . . that’s right. . , now 
I can just see their faces . . . im-a-ges . . . im-a-ges . . . 
what, what, what are they like . . . there they are . . . 
[While MADELEINE goes on knitting in her corner, two 
figures, two actors, come in or appearfrom the back of the stage, 
and move round on the same spot during the following scene. 
They are made up realistically to look like Amedee and 
Madeleine, whose voices they carefully imitate; in the end their 
voices will be very shrill, especially that o/'M adeleine ii, 
plaintive, inhuman, unreal, like the cry of animals in pain. 
When their doubles appear, Madeleine will go on knitting 
where she sits and amedee will stay in his armchair or on his 
bed for a while, still pulling at his imaginary rope and rhythmic¬ 
ally swaying his head and shoulders, before he finally and 
gradually becomes motionless. When he is quite still, his eyes 
half closed, with a fixed expression of gloom and weariness on 
his face, he couldfor example, stay for a moment with his mouth 
half open. He should - except for his interruptions and at the 
end of the scene - appear as detached as Madeleine from what is 
happening on the stage. It should be pointed out that, so far as 
possible, Madeleine II and Amedee II should not be made 
to look like ectoplasm; to avoid this, they should not appear in a 
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ghostly glow^ but in the normal lighting for the scene. Madeleine 
II and Amedee II should play their parts quite naturally in 
this unnatural and unreal situation - just as naturally as 
Amedee and Madeleine play theirs. 

In case of production difficulties, and especially if it is impos¬ 
sible to find two actors exactly resembling those who are playing 
Amedee and Madeleine, this scene can be played as follows: 
attention is concentrated on Amedee, so that nothing is seen 
but his still face; Madeleine has disappeared; music; the 
light intensifies, suggesting a festive occasion, amedee is a 
young bridegroom: he takes from a drawer white gloves, hat, 
tie, fiowers etc. and dresses. Madeleine appears on the 
balcony, facing the audience, as a bride, veiled perhaps. Music. 
amedee, looking very young, moves towards her. If this 
second possibility is adopted, there is obviously no need for 
extra actors: in such case the dialogue that appears in brackets 
may also be suppressed.^ 

AMEDEE II: Madeleine, Madeleine! 

MADELEINE II: D(m’t comc near me. Don’t touch me. You 
sting, sling, sting. You hu-urt me! What do you wa-ant! 
Where are you going, going, going? 

AMEDEE II: Madeleine . . . 

MADELEINE II [half wailing, half shouting] \ Aaaah! Aaah! 
Aaah! 

AMEDEE II: Madeleine, wake up, let’s pull the curtains, 
the spring is dawning . . . Wake up , . . the room is 
flooded with sunshine ... a glorious light ... a gentle 
warmth!. . . 

MADELEINE ii: .., night and rain and mud! ... oh, the 
cold! . . . I’m shivering . . . dark . . . dark . . . dark! . . . 
you’re blind, you’re gilding reality! Don’t you see that 
you’re making it beautiful ? 

AMEDEE II: It’s reality that makes us beautiful. 

MADELEINE II: Good God, he’s mad! he’s mad! My 
husband’s mad! ! 

AMEDEE ii: Look. . . look... gaze into your memories, into 
the present and the future ... look around you! 
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MADELEINE II*. I Can scc nothing , . . It’s dark . . . there’s 
nothing ... I can see nothing 1 . . . You’re blind 1 

AMEDEE ii: No, I can see, I can see . . . 

MADELEINE III No , . . nO . . . nO . . . 

AMEDEE ii:... The green valley where the lilies bloom . . . 

MADELEINE III Mushrooms 1 . , . mushrof)rns! . . . 

mushrooms! . . . mushrooms! . . . 

AM EDEE II: Yes, in the green valley . . . they’re dancing in a 
ring, hand in hand . , . 

MADELEINE II: A damp dark valley, a marsh that sucks 
you down until you drown . . . help! help! I’m suirocating, 
helpl . . . 

AMEDEE II: I’m bursting with song ... la, li, la, li, la, la, 
la! 

MADELEINE II: Stop siiiging in that cracked voice . , . It’s 
ear-splitting! 

AMEDEE II: La, ii, la, li, la, la, la! .. . 

MADELEINE II: Stop shrieking . . . stop shri-e-king! . , . 
your voice is so piercing! You’re deafening me! Hu-urting 
me 1 Don’t rend my darkness! S-a-dist 1 S-a-dist! 

AMEDEE ir. Madeleine, darling . . . 

MADELEINE 11 : Amcdec, wre tch 1 

amed]£e II: Madeleine, you used to sing once! 

MADELEINE II: Becausc 1 was bored, popular songs, only 
because 1 was bored! 

AMEDEE II: Let’s dance! . . . Round and round ... In a 
blaze of joy . . . The light’s gone, mad . . . Love’s gone mad 
. . . Mad with happiness . . . Blaze up, joy, blaze up! 

MADELEINE III Don’t slioot!.. . Don’t shoot!. . . Bayonets 
and machine-guns . , . Don’t shoot, I’m afraid! . . . 

AMEDliE ii: Everyone’s embracing. 

MADELEINE II: Don’t kill me . . . Have mercy, I implore 
you . .. don’t kill him, don’t kill them ..., have mercy on 
the children! .. . 

AMEDEE II: Mad with happiness . . . 

MADELEINE ii: Madncss! Madness! Madness! 

AMEDEE II: We’re floating across a limpid lake. Our boat a 
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bed of flowers . . . rocked along . . . slipping over the 
waters. . . 

MADELEINE 11 [a cry of terror ]: I’m sl-i-pping! ... A boat? 
What boat ? What boat arc you talking about ? Which boat 
can you mean ? Where can you sec any b-o-a-ts! . . . Hce! 
Hee! Hce! Heel Boats bogged in the mud, in the desert 
sand, can it be true ? 

AMEDEE II: White churches! . . . Bells pealing! . . . 
Churches that arc doves! . . . 

MADELEINE II: Bclls! What l)ells? ... I can hear nothing! 

You’re deaf, there’s nothing, you’re deaf. . . 

AMEDEE II: Children’s voices! . . . voices of fountains . . . 
voices of spring! 

MADELEINE ii: No, no, thcv’rc (>aths and toads! 

AMEDEE II: The voice of the snows on the mountain . . . 
MADELEINE II *. Forcsts f)f slimc, nights in the hulks! . . . 
forests of hell . . . Oh! Leave me alone! Let me go! . . . 
Aaah! . . . Nightmare! . . . 

AMEDEE ii; The horizon is breathing. Glorious light . . . 
MADELEINE ii: WhcTc? Wlicrc? Beware! Beware! Of the 
clouds and the wolves! BcwTire! 

AMEDEE II: The morning never grows old . . . Sparkling 
radiance . . . The night is over . . . over . . . 

MADELEINE ii: Fill sinking into the darkness! Heavy shades 
of night! . . . Cut them with a knife ... I won’t, I won’t 
. . . I’m frightened! Aaah! . . , 

AMi^.DEE II: Madeleine . . . 

MADELEINE ii: Who makes the.se brittle leaves grow on the 
trees, these stinging branches and clinging creepers ?! It’s 
you! You horrible h-e-ast! 

AMEDEE II: Madeleine, my own little girl . . . 

MADELEINE III They’re lashing my cheeks, my shoulders! 
It’s you, you devil, it’s you who struck me in the face! 
Youbr-u-te! 1 

amed]^:e ir: There’s nothing in the way. There aren’t any 
trees. Look carefully . . . Look . . . Stones as soft as 
moss • . • 
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MADELEINE II: They blister my feet . . . Thorns of fire! 
Flames like needles, flames of ice . . . they’re digging red- 
hot pins into my flesh. Aaah! 

amed^:e II: If only you wished . . . Nature would be so 
bountiful. . . . wings on our feet, our limbs like wings . . . 
our shoulders wings . . . gravity abolished ... no more 
weariness . . . 

MADELEINE ii: Night .. . always night . . . alone in the 
world 1 . . . 

AMEDfiE II: We are at the gates of the world I 

MADELEINE II [parrot-Uke ^: Fancy that! Fancy that! There’s 
no such thing! Never satisfied! Never satisfied 1 

AMEDEE II: An insubstantial universe . . . Freedom . . , 
Ethereal power . . . Balance . . . airy abundance . . . world 
without weight. . . 

MADELEINE ii: Fancy that! Fancy that! 

AMEDEE 11: You could lift the world with one hand . . . 

MADELEINE II*. Never satisfied! Never satisfied! 

[amedee [in his armchair ]: Time is heavy. The world dense. 
The years brief. The seconds slow.] 

MADELEINE II; Stoiie is just space. Wails are a void. There 
is nothing . . . nothing . . , 

[AMEDEE his armchair ]: It’s heavy. Yet it’s so badly stuck 
together,. . . Nothing but holes . . . the walls are tottering, 
the leaden mass subsides!] 

MADELEINE II: It’s going to colIapsc about our ears! . . . 
It’s fallen on my head 1. . . Oh!. . . those filthy mushrooms, 
they stink, they’re rotting everything away! 

AMEDEE II: Every voice echoes ours. Everything cor¬ 
responds. We take each other by the hand. There is 
space, but no distance! 

MADELEINE III I am a widow, I am an orphan, I am poor, 
sick, old, the oldest orphan in the world! 

AMEDi^E ii: Every dawn is a victory! , . . Every sun is 
rising . . . 

MADELEINE III Ncvcr satisfied, wretched man, fancy that, 
never satisfied ... 
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[amed^e [in his armchair ]: It’s soon going to break right up, 
into pieces . . . ] 

AMEDEE ii: Try to remember, remember . . . 

MADELEINE II: Don’t say that! Don’t say that! Never 
satisfied! 

AMEDEE ii; The sparrows grew strong again in our hands, 
the flowers never faded. 

MADELEINE ii: What imagination! What imagination! 
When? Tell me when? You get on my nerves ... on my 
nerves ... It can’t be! ... not true, never true. . . . All 
wrong, all wrong! 

AMEDEE II: You are so beautiful, a queen of beauty! 

MADELEINE III A quccn of bciiuty! Fancy that! . . . Who 
have you mistaken me for, you wretch ? tie’s making fun 
of me, making fun of my nose! Haven’t you noticed my 
nose ? 

AMEDEE II: You’ve lost your memory, find it again, find 
your memory . . . 

MADELEINE ii: Don’t say that. You get on my nerves. Never 
satisfied. Wretched man. Beautiful, a queen of beauty, 
fancy that! 

AMEDEE ii: What is far can be near. What is withered can 
grow green again. What is separated can be reunited. What 
is no longer will be again, 

MADELEINE II: It’s not true! It’s not true! Stop saying that. 
You’re breaking my heart! 

AMEDEEii:Wc love each other. We are happy. In a house of 
glass, a house of light . . . 

MADELEINE ii: He means a house of brass, brass ... 

AMEDEE II: House of glass, of light. . . 

MADELEINE II: House of brass, house of night! 

AMEDEE ii: Of glass, of light, of glass, of light. .. 

MADELEINE ii: Of brass, of brass, of night, of brass, of 
night. . . 

AMEDEE ii: Of glass, glass, glass . .. 

MADELEINE ii: Brass, night, brass, night, brass, night . . . 
brass, brass, brass, brass, brass... 
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AM^D^E II: [as though beaten]: Glass, light, glass, light . . . 
brass, light, brass, night, night, brass . . . 

AMEDEE II and MADELEINE ii: Brass, night, brass, night, 
brass, night, brass, night ... 

AMEDEE ii: The brass and the night, alas . . , 

MADELEINE II*. Aaali! Aaah! [Sobbing] . , . Fire and ice . , . 
Fire . . . deep down wdthin me. It's all around me. All 
about me . . . inside and out! . .. Frn burning! Help me 
... Alidul^e! . . . 

AMEDEE II and MADELEINE II: Alidulcc . . . Alidulee . , . 
Alidulee! . . . Help, Alidulee! . . . Alidulee . . . Alidulee 
... Alidulee Love .., Alidulee I.ove ... Dear Alidulee 
,.. Help, Alidul<^e ... Alidulee! ... 

[MADELEINE II Tushes out Screaming; amedee ii runs 
after her shouting: ‘Wait for me! Wait for me!’ The 
doubles have disappeared. Madeleine rises briskly and 
addresses A m e e e in his armchair. 

If there are no doubles: Madeleine rushes out screaming. 
AMEDEE remains alone. He looks sad. He returns slowly to his 
table ^ and takes off his hat and gloves. A me dee has grown old 
again. The same atmosphere as at the beginning of the second 
act. MADE LEIN E re~€ntersfrom the back of the stage ^ goes and 
takes up her knittings and, in a scolding mood, speaks from where 
she is sitting.] 

AMEDEE [in the same position as before ]: Is it time ? 

MADELEINE [in the same position as before ]: No. It’s not time 
yet. 

AMEDEE [as before] : Is it getting near? 

MADELEINE [flj before] : Not really. Patience, a little patience. 

AMEDJ^E [to Madeleine]: Poor Madeleine! What a terrible 
time you’ve had. [Looking as though he wishes to approach her] 
Do you know, Madeleine, if we loved each other, if we 
really loved each other, none of this would be important. 
[Clasping his hands] Why don’t we try to love each other, 
please, Madeleine ? Love puts everything right, you know, 
it changes life. Do you believe me, can you understand ? 

MADELEINE: Oh! Leave me alone! 
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AM^D^E [stammering] : I know it does!. . . Love makes up for 
everything. 

MADELEINE: Don’t talk rubbish! I can’t see love getting rid 
of this dead body. Nor hate either, for that matter. It’s got 
nothing to do with feelings. 

amedee: I’ll get rid of it for you . . . 

MADELEINE: It just doesn’t make sensei Where does love 
come into it ? Lot of nonsense 1 Love can’t help people get 
rid of their troubles I You know nothing about real people! 
When are you going to write an ordinary sort of play ? 

AMEDEE [as before] : It’s just the w^ay it turns out. After all, I 
wanted to write a sociological play. 

MADELEINE: When you do have inspiration, it’s always mor¬ 
bid. There’s nothing true about it . . . Real life’s not like 
that. 

AMEDEE [as before] : There must be something in the atmos¬ 
phere ... ■ 

MADELEINE: It doesn’t sound like you at all, not like your 
real self! [Pointing to the body] It’s his fault. It all comes from 
him. He must have given you the idea. It’s his world, not 
ours. 

AMEDEE [flj before^ : Yes, perhaps you’re . . . 

MADELEINE: He interferes in everything, don’t you realize? 

AMEDEE [asbefore] : Perhaps. 

MADELEINE: There’s no doubt about it! [She slips on the 
floor.] It’s all slippery ... The mushrooms are sprouting all 
over the floor . . . And love won’t sweep it clean either . . . 
[Glances towards the open door of the room] Now we can’t even 
shut the door. He’s invaded the whole place! No need to 
leave his eyes open anyway ... You still haven’t closed 
them. . . 

AMEDEE [as before] : I’ll go and do it. . . [He sits quite still.] 

[In any case he hardly has the time^for suddenly strange music is 
heard coming from the dead marCs room and gradually growing 
louder; the stage is dark by now and it is eight by the clock. 
AMED^.E and MADELEINE listen in silence and without a 
movement in the deepening gloom^ which is graduallyreplaced by a 
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green glow issuing from the bedroom. Other sounds made by the 
neighbours will he heard while the music is playing: a distant 
‘Supper’s ready!’ and the noise of a bell ringing; muffled 
footsteps on the stairs; the chinking of plates and glasses - it is 
supper-time; then these sounds slowly fade until only the music is 
heard. At one moment fust afier the music has started^ A M D j^: e 
gets up and furtively changes the position of apiece offurniture to 
make room for the hody^ which is still growing ; then he goes and 
sits down next to Madeleine amongst the lumber and they both go 
on listening there^ in silence, to the dead man^s strange music, 
both hidden from the audience, hi order to reach this position - 
and to leave it again at the end of the scene - first A M e d e E, then 
and MADELEiNEj^/zW it difficult to move, as the 
dead man has been growing and is about to fill up all the available 
space; later on a me dee and Madeleine have to pass be¬ 
tween the dead man* s feet and thefurniture or between his feet and 
the right-hand door, and this move almost calls for acrobatics. 
The music should be heard for a long time ; stress must be laid on 
the green light, the jumbled furniture, and the stage empty of 
characters, for Amcdee and Madeleine are hidden by all the 
lumber for a considerable period; so, in this scene, what is 
important is the music, the advancing feet of the dead man, and 
the green light.^ 

MADELEINE [<2/ the Very first faint note of miusic] : What’s that? 
Do you hear ? I suppose it’s that play of yours again! 

amedee: No. Keet quiet. It’s him, he’s singing. 

MADELEINE \in a lowcT voicel : But his mouth is shut... 

amedee [also in a low voice] : I expect the sounds are coining 
out of his cars. . . they’re the best musical instrument of 
all. . . 

[ The striking of the clock chimes in with the music. Pause. Then 
the outside noises start up.] 

MADELEINE [oj before]'. It’s coming from all directions at 
once .. . 

A M E D E [as before]: Each wave of sound gives birth to another 
... it shows how strong he is . .. 

[aMEDIAE and MADELEINE are silent. For a time there is 
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nothing but the musicy then the stage, which is almost completely 
darky is suddenly lit by a not unpleasant green light that comes 
from the dead man's room and first illuminates only one side of 
the stage,1 

MADELEINE: . • , The light’s coming from his room. {Softlyl 
That’s where it’s coming from ail right. 

AMIDES [softlyl : It’s his eyes shining. . . like two beacons. ., 
all the better, we don’t have to put the lamp on. . . his light 
is softer. 

MADELEINE: Close the shutters. 

[am^:d]^e and closes the shutters very quietly.^ 
am^di^e: The neighbours will have finished their supper 
soon. They’ll be going to bed. 

MADELEINE [stUl in a low voice, while a m e d e e comes back to her 
side in silence] : Well, I must admit he’s not without talent. 
[A long pause ; a long spell of music; the hands of the clock stand 
out against the dark background; moonlight steals through the 
slats in the shutters. Then suddenly, without a word, amedee 
and MADELEINE rise simultaneously to their feet, a goodfew 
moments after the last note of music has sounded.] 
MADELEINE: We ought to move the wardrobe. 
am^dee: Oh dear! He’ll soon reach the door. 
MADELEINE: You don’t want him to go through it, do you? 
[Distracted, but silent, a m 6 d e e and Madeleine carry out a 
series of wordless movements, while the hands of the clock go 
round faster. They shift the wardrobe in silence; their movements 
are wild and unsystematic; they change the position of other 
pieces of furniture, clambering with difficultyfrom one side of the 
dead marCs legs to the other. In their frensg it is, however, 
AMEDEE who is the calmer or more deliberate of the two. Then 
MADELEINE poUshcs the dead marCs shoes with a duster, 
AMEDEE brushes the trousers down with his hand and then 
adjusts the position of thefeet on a stool, Madeleine puts back 
into the wardrobe she has just moved the duster she had taken out 
to polish the shoes. At a certain moment, while there is no change in 
Madeleine’s agitation, am^:d^:e stands still, his back to 
the audience, his hands clasped behind his back and gazes at the 
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dead marCs feet; then his glance slowly wanders the whole length 
of the body to restfor a moment on the open door. He turns round 
again^ sighing and shaking his head. For a brief space 
MADELEINE looks AMEDEE without Speaking; she seems 
quite cast down and makes a gesture in his direction as if to say: 
‘ Tou see what we^ve come to now^. Then a fresh burst of activity^ 
as both characters move haphazardly about the stage^ this time 
empty-handed. This silent,^ aimless scurrying is sharply inter¬ 
rupted by the violent sound of a gong: the dead marCs feet have 
reached the door. The actors^ movements become slower at once^ 
visibly so, and are once more heavy and dragging.l 
MADELEINE [at the sound of the gong]: He’s reached the door. 
It’s time. Are you still as tired ? 

AMEdee: Have I time to collect my strength? [He is standing 
motionless opposite the left-hand door.] 

Madeleine: It would have been more sensible of you to 
rest, instead of dashing about like that. 
amedee: It’s a long time since rest did me any good. Or 
even sleep. When I get up I’m more exhausted than when 
I went to bed ... To think I once had so much vim and 
vigour! 

Madeleine: You’re dreaming again. Vim and vigour I You! 
amedee [in the same attitude]: Oh yes, me ... It’s not fair to 
say that... I used to bend iron bars with my bare hands 
and lift carts with my shoulders. Nowadays, even a feather 
weighs a ton . .. 

Madeleine: To hear you talk, you’d think I’d married Mr 
Universe... 

[The clock shows a quarter to midnight.] 
am]^d6e: Has the time really come ...? 

Madeleine: Yes, it has ... 

am6d6e [walks heavily to the window^ while Madeleine 
watches hirri] : So the moment’s come at last ! 

MADELEINE : You’vc Still got a minute or two. 

AMEDEE [looking through the slats in the shutters ]: Now there’s 
not a soul in sight. 

MADELEINE: Don’t look. Someone might see you. 
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A ME DEE [looking at the dead marCs feet]: His feet are right 
against the door. 

MADELEINE; So long as they don’t go through. It leads on to 
tlie landing. We’d be done for . . . Mind that armchair . . . 
[am#.dee and Madeleine move the armchair; they push 
thefeet sideways a little, to the right or the left,] 

A little more. . . Push. 

[AMl^DEE^/mJO.] 

That’ll do. . .There!. . . 

amedee; Do you think it’ll really do any good to get rid of 
him ? What if another guest turns up, and the whole thing 
starts all over again ? . . . 

MADELEINE; He’d be smaller, anyway. He wouldn’t take up 
all the room, not at first. We’d have time to breathe before 
he grew. 

amedee; That’s true ... A few years of comparative peace; 
that’d be something . . . [Gazing towards the room] He looks 
older than he did just now., , 

[He is still standing face to the room, while Madeleine has 
collapsed into the armchair. Pause,] 

He’s still good-looking, though. [Pause.] It’s funny how, in 
spite of everything, I’d got used to him. 

MADELEINE: So had I .. . But that’s no reason for keeping 
him here. Look at the clock. The moment’s arrived. Now’s 
the time. 

amedj^e [from the same spot]: I know. Once a thing’s settled, 
it’s settled. I’m not going back on my word. But I must say 
that the thought of saying good-bye to him . . . Yes . . . I’ll 
be quite sorry to see him go ... [He walks a few steps and 
gently pushes a pedestal table out of the way, to make room for the 
feet.] This door’s a good bit stronger than the other one, 
anyhow. [Walking round the stage, hands clasped behind hunched 
shoulders.] If he’d behaved properly, we might have kept 
him. After all, he’s grown up and grown old with us in this 
house. I’hat counts for something! You can’t help it, you 
get attached to things, human beings are like that.. . Yes, 
you can get attached to almost anything... to a dog, a cat, 
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a box, a child , •. especially to him, there was every 
reason ... What memories he brings back . .. Our home 
will seem quite empty when he’s gone .. . He’s been the 
silent witness of our whole past, which hasn’t always been 
so pleasant, I admit ... you might almost say: because of 
him, . . but then life is never very cheerful. . . if it’s not one 
thing, it’s another. What I mean is . .. Perhaps we didn’t 
know how to cope with the situation, we ought to have 
taken it more philosophically. All this might have turned 
out differently, not much better, of course, but we ought to 
have tried to accept things ... We never tried everything, 
never did all we could to make him feel at home... We’ve 
all behaved badly at some time or other, so we ought to be 
more tolerant, .. Otherwise, otherwise, life is impossible. 
... We can’t be expected to understand everything ... so 
we ought to be more broad-minded . . . 

MADELEINE: You’re not hesitating again at the last moment. 
You’re not going to back out. 

AMJ^D^E [with a sigh] : There’s no other way. 

[Another gong^ike blow against the door; the clock strikes mid-- 
night.'l 

You see ? [He looks very weary.] 

MADELEINE: You wait. You’ll feel better, afterwards. 

A M E D 6 E: You think so ? 

MADELEINE: Quick! Open the shutters! 

amedee: But they’ll see us ... 

[Complete silence just at this moment.] 

MADELEINE: Do as I tell you ... 

[amedee makes for the rear window and starts opening the 
shutters; he moves like a robot.] 

No one will see or hear you. There’s a full moon... 

AM^Dj^E [who has one shutter wide operi] : I can’t believe this... 
is me any more. 

MADELEINE: The full moon blinds them all, dulls their 
brains, and sends them off into a deep sleep. They’re all 
locked in their dreams. 

am^diIe: Think carefully, Madeleine, what you’re making 
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me do. Think now! There’ll be no turning back. We shall 
never, never see him again. You won’t have any regrets or 
blame me for it, you won’t start crying ? 

[a ME DEE has opened the shutters wide; the cold light of the 
moon enters the room^ merges with the green glow or even quells 
it.] 

MADELEINE: This is the ideal time. It’s now or never; let’s 
start. 

AMEDEE [gazing out of the windoxjd \: How beautiful the night 
is! 

MADELEINE: It’s past midnight. 

[ The cold and brilliant light is now flooding in through the win-- 
dow. The glowing sky can be seen outside exactly aj amedee 
describes it in his next speech. There is a striking contrast between 
the sinister room and the dazzling light effects. The mushrooms^ 
which have not stopped growing and are now enormous^ have 
silvery glints. The varied play of light seems to come not onlyfrom 
the window y but from all sides: through the walls and the cracks 
in the cupboard from the furniture and the mushrooms^ big and 
small - the young ones sprouting on thefloor are shining like glow-¬ 
worms, The producer^ the set-designer, and the lighting specialist 
should remember that although the atmosphere of the married 
couplers room has evidently changed slightly, it must deflnilely 
suggest themingledpresenceofhorror and beauty at the same time,1 

AMEDliE: Look, Madeleine... all the acacia trees are aglow. 
Their blossoms are bursting open and shooting up to the 
sky. The full-blown moon is flooding the Heavens with 
light, a living planet. The Milky Way is like creamy fire. 
Honeycombs, countless galaxies, comets* tails, celestial 
ribbons, rivers of molten silver, and brooks, lakes, and 
oceans of palpable light . .. [He turns towards Madeleine, his 
hands outstretched,'] . . . There’s some on my hand. Look, 
it’s like velvet or lace... 

[Meanwhile Madeleine is making theflnalpreparations in 
the room; she is moving things about, an odd piece offurniture, 
making more room, trying in vain, and quickly giving up the 
attempt, to bend the dead marCs legs a little,] 
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.. . Light is silky ... I’d never touched it before .. . [He 
looks through the window agairL\ Sheaves of blossoming snow, 
trees in the sky, gardens and meadows. . . domes and cupo¬ 
las .. . columns and temples . . . [Indicating the dead man 
regretfully] He won’t be able to see all this. [At the window 
agairi] And space, space, infinite space! 

[// is essential that all this should be said quite naturally^ without 
exaggeration,] 

MADELEINE: Don’t waste time. What’s the matter with you ? 
The night air’s coming in. We shall both catch cold. Let’s 
get started. 

AMEdee: But it’s summer-time, Madeleine! 

MADELEINE [beginning to get excited] : Is there anybody in the 
street ? 

amedee: Nobody. Nothing stirring. Not a sound. It’s 
deserted. [To the dead mari] , . . Poor old thing! . . , 

MADELEINE [as the moment for carrying out their decision 
approaches and during the actual operation^ Madeleine 
ally loses her calm and her self-control; it amedee, a/ the be¬ 
ginning and throughout^ who remains^ if not calm^ at least detached 
from the proceedings^ acting like a robot] : This is hardly the time 
to feel sorry for him 1 [ What follows is accompanied by growing 
agitation on Madeleine Come on, give me a hand, 
come al-o-ng! 

[amedee leaves the window and walks towards Madeleine,] 
Ssh! Listen! . . . No, it’s nothing. Come on, quickly! 

amedee: They can’t see me, you said they were blinded by 
the moonlight . . . 

[They are standing by the dead man; amedee lifts his feety 
then lets them fall back on the stool; he hardly knows where to 
begin,] 

MADELEINE [olmost Wringing her hands] : I know I did . . . but 
you never can tell... I only hope.. . Come on, quickly... 
[The intense activity of the following scenes can only be called 
feverish, Madeleine looks at the clock, tries to move some 
furniture, and gives up; she shows all the signs of acute anxiety,] 
Where are you going to dispose of the body? 
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amed^e: In the river, of course. Where else? 

MADELEINE: Ycs, in the river. [Her hands pressed to her heart] 
Have you any idea where ? 

[ 7 / sounds as if someone is knocking at the right-hand door,] 

AM t BEE [not frightened, because he is past fear'll Someone’s 
knocking. 

MADELEINE [hands still on her heart] : No, It’s the beating of 
my heart . . . 

AMi^DEE: If there really was someone knocking at the door, 
at this very moment it wouldn’t be easy to tell tlic differ¬ 
ence . . . Still, I don’t suppose anyone will come . . . 

[ The music couldperhaps start again now. Strong regular beats - 
Madeleine’s heart-beats seem to shake the whole set. 
AMEDEE is trying to drag the dead man by the feet: it looks 
remarkably dijficult, Madeleine helps him or tries to make 
more room by aimlessly pushing thefurniture about. He interrupts 
his efforts to speak ;] 

Ihe most dangerous part, of course, is getting him from 
here to the river. . . still, it’s only five hundred yards away. 
The first three hundred are the worst. Along our own 
street, 'fhe houses are tall on both sides. But ... if I can 
move fast enough, while the moon’s still casting its spell on 
the neighbours, I shan’t be seen. Unless something awful 
happens and a piercing scream shatters their dreams and 
wakes them all up. Never mind! Nothing venture, nothing 
win. There’s no alternative! 

[madei.eine listens, growing steadily more frantic.] 

I’ve no choice. 

MADELEINE [helping AM±BEE to pull thefeet] : Gome on, then, 
hurry up .. . hurry up . . . 

AMEDEE : Frn doing my best! Stop nagging! 

MADELEINE: I’m trying to help you, and you say I’m 
nagging! I’d like to know what you’d say if I left you 
to it! 

[In point of fact, each time AutBtE manages to raise thefeet a 
little and drag them, with much difficulty, a fraction nearer the 
window - twisting them round to avoid the right-hand door - 
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MADELEINE impedes his progress^ complicating his task, getting 
in his way and bringing his efforts to nought; a m d 6 e practi¬ 
cally dragging Madeleine along with the dead body; he has be¬ 
come amazingly calm, a ^calm robot\'\ 

Madeleine: Pull harder. . . 

[amedj^e makes a supreme, a superhuman effort He pulls very 
hard: once, twice, a third time, and then, suddenly, the body 
yields to him, with a tremendous crash that breaks the silence, as 
chairs are pulled over, plaster falls from the ceiling, clouds of 
dust rise and the whole set trembles. This should give the impres¬ 
sion that as the body - its head still invisible - is steadily pulled 
nearer the window, it is dragging the whole house with it and 
tugging at the entrails of the two principal characters,] 

MADELEINE [shouiing through the din ]: Be careful, or he’ll have 
all the china down. . . 

AMi:DEE [the same and still pulling] : He’d really got rooted in 
the flat. . . He’s so heavy. . . The strength of inertia! 

MADELEINE [as before ]: His head’s not out of his room yet! 
Nor is his chest 1 Shall I go and pull him by the hair ? 

AM#.DEE [or before^ : Don’t bother!.. . He’s coming . •. 

[ The noise is reduced,] 

He’s coming. . . 

MADELEINE: That’s it •, . Keep it up . . , Hurry up., . The 
time’s going . . . Pull. . . Tear him out. , . 

AMEDEE [backing towards the window, still pulling with all his 
might]: He’s harder to pull out than an old wisdom tooth 
.. . tougher than an oak. ., 

MADELEINE: Wait. I ’ll come and help you. [Help that hinders, 
that is pointless and confused,] Oh, he’s heavier than an oak.,. 
an oak made of iron with roots of lead . . . 

AMED^.E [has reached the rear window; he lays the feet on the win'- 
dow-ledge and stops to take breath and wipe his brow ]: Phew! 

MADELEINE: Phew! 

AMEDEE : And it’s not over, yet. But we’ll make it! 

MADELEINE: It’s specially important to be careful now. 
You’re wet through already. So long as you don’t catch 
cold .. • 
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[aME DEE prepares to resume his efforts.^ 

Wait a moment. I’ll have a look. [She stands in the window 
beside the feet and looks down the street] The street’s still 
empty. We must watch out. I can’t see any police on their 
beat. 

amed]£e : The streets are empty at this time of night. 

MADELEINE: You mustn’t throw him in the water where 
there are any barges; the moon doesn’t affect bargees. 
Don’t choose a place like that... 

AMED^.E [pointing through the window] : I’ll go a hundred yards 
farther up. It only means a little extra effort. Whatever I 
do, I can’t help crossing little Torco Square, there, at the 
end of the street. 

MADELEINE [stUl looking through the window in the same direc- 
tion] : Can’t you go another way ? . , . That’s a nuisance. . . 
right at the end there are lights in some of the windows . .. 
You might be spotted, 

amedee: That’s the bar and brothel kept by the owner of 
our flat. It’s used by American soldiers. You can see them 
sometimes walking about with their girls. There’s not 
much risk. They don’t know a word of the language ,. • 
most of them! , .. 

MADELEINE: Try and avoid them. 

amedee: That’s not very easy. I’ll have to chance it. It’s a 
lovely night. 

MADELEINE [still looking through the window, her back to the 
audience; amedee starts pulling the legs round in the middle of 
the stage; then goes back to the window] : Amed6e ... I’m 
frightened.. . Oh dear... I suppose we must... We must 
. . .You’d better get on with it. . . 

[Standing at the window, amed6e pulls the body; it is 
obviously going much more easily; the clock strikes; the feet are 
over the window-sill and hang down the other side,] 

amedee: He’s rolling out, now.. . It’s a lot easier.. .rolling 
out! [amedee is- pulling at his legs, and the long, long body is 
winding out of the room, interminably; at each pull he rests it on the 
window-sill, while the long legs go sliding down, presumably to the 
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pavement^ and still issue, of course, incredibly long, slowly from 
the other room; the trunk has not appeared yet.1 

MADELEINE {incoherently ]: I’m frightened .,. We shouldn’t 
have made up our minds so quickly .. . We couldn’t do 
anything else . . . We should have waited . . . No, we 
shouldn’t have waited . •. It’s all your fault. .. No, it’s not 
your fault, I was right all the same, we simply had to ... 
[amILdi^e goes on pulling; the body passes steadily over the 
window-sill.] 

Faster, pull faster, Am^dee, I feel sick ... You’re killing 
me, Amed^e, pull faster, there’s no end to it, pull faster. ., 
[A loud noise comes from outside, from below; amed^e stops.] 
Oh!.. . Amedce, I told you to be careful... You seem to 
be doing it on purpose . . . 

amedee [worried, all the same ]: What’s happened? 

MADELEINE: His feet, his feet! They’ve hit the pavement... 
You should do it more gently.. . 

[am^d^e looks out of the window, too, next to Madeleine^ 

AMEDEE: I’m going down . . . Keep a good look-out. , , 

MADELEINE: Am I to Stay here all alone? . . . I’m fright¬ 
ened , . . 

AMEDEE [with one leg over the window-sill]: What else can 
we do? It won’t be for long. A few minutes and I’ll be 
back! 

[He climbs out of the window; first only his head is visible, then 
his hands; finally he goes out of sight; Madeleine watches 
him climb down.] 

MADELEINE: Be Careful, dear, don’t take risks, put your foot 
there.. • there.. . that’s right.. • And now there... that’s 
the way . . , 

AMEDEE [from below] : All right... 

MADELEINE: Are you down? Don’t make too much noise. 

AMEDEE [from below]: Can you see anyone? 

M ADE i.EiNE [through the window to Amedee ]: Can you see any¬ 
one? 

A MEDIAE [from below ]: I can’t see anyone. 

MADELEINE [through the window, to Amidie ]: Well, off you go, 
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then... Don’t waste your time!... Hurry up... Pull... 
Pull ... 

[am6d6e pulls from the pavement below ... The same thing 
happens as previously^ the rest of the legs appear ^ passing through 
the room and out of the window. These legs are surprisingly long, 
so it should last quite a long time; some strange muffled music 
could perhaps accompany this action. Meanwhile Madeleine 
goes on encouraging her husbandfrom the window ;] 

Pull ... that’s it.. . again ... again .., pull.. • there’s 
still some more to come, pull.. . pull. .. 

\At last the trunk appears, and the enormous hands,'] 

A M ]& D E E [still in the street, pulling, he must have gone some distance 
already, almost as far as little Torco Square perhaps, with its bar 
and its brothel; his voice sounds a long way off] : I’ve got to the 
square, Torco-o-o! 

MADELEINE [who has been gazing directly down at the pavement, 
has gradually raised her head and is now looking farther off ]: No. 
No-o-o! ,, • Go on pulling, there’s more to come . .. It’s 
not finished yet... flavc you met a-anybo-ody? 
amedee: No-o-o-body! Don’t be afraid! And you, have 
you ? Gan you sec anyone ? 

MADELEINE: No-o One! Go on, pull. , . pull. . . pull!. .. 
[She is still at the. window, with her back to the audience; the 
body is still sliding out. Finally the shoulders appear, and then 
the head, which is so large that there is hardly room for it to pass 
through the doorway on the left; tremendously long white hair, an 
enormous white beard. When the head reaches the window, the 
long hair is still not quite out of the room.] 

Pull, Amedee . . , pull... Am^-e-cdee ... pul-1-1... pull 
... pull ... Watch out for the barges ... Hurry up ... 
Don’t catch cold ... Go straight there, don’t hang abo-o- 
out. • • 

[The head is right near the window; it should almost hide 

MADELEINE.] 

...Pul-l-l...'Pul-1-1!... 
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Scene: little Torco Square. A few steps at the back^ a small door, and 
one or two lighted windows, perhaps. This is the brothel-bar fre¬ 
quented by American soldiers. There is an indistinct hum coming from 
it; a jazz orchestra and men^s and womerCs voices, but the sound 
should appear to come from farther off. The shadow offigures dancing 
could be seen behind the curtains, but not too much insistence should be 
laid on this; the shadows should pass once, rapidly, a fleeting vision. 
The music and the noisefrom the bar, which are only just audible in the 
theatre, will suddenly blareforth out of all proportion when, at a given 
moment, the door of the bar opens and American soldier w 
violently shoved outside; then the noise will fade again. Above the door 
and the window of the place there is a sign, which reads: ‘bar- 
MAisoN DE tolerance’. Mear the steps; there might also be a 
lamp-post, between the door and the window. Above all no attempt 
should be made to make the set look like the traditional street-corner of 
low repute; it should not look like a tavern or a night-club; the walls of 
this brothel-bar are light in colour, it appears quite ordinary and re¬ 
spectable; the fagade is fairly low; then a stretch of wall, which must 
not be too high to allow for the stage effect that is to come; the steps 
could be situated at one side of the bar-door, so that the latter is on a 
level with the stage; the houses to left and right are, on the other hand, 
tall and many-storeyed, with numerous windows. Above the wall of the 
brothel, an enormous moon, which lights the stage brilliantly. The 
entrance ^a me dee will act as a signal for the light to intensify still 
further: huge clusters of stars will come into view, comets and shooting 
stars, fireworks in the sky. 

[As the curtain rises on the third act the stage remains empty for a 
while. Music and muffled sounds from the bar. The windows of 
the other houses are dark and shuttered tight. Suddenly the bar- 
door is opened noisily; the music and the bar noises are incredibly 
loud while the door remains open, they might even come from 
several parts of the auditorium; a tall American soldier 
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is being pushed vigoroiLsly by the shoulders out of the bar. From 
inside the bar can be heard 

VOICE OF the owner OF THE BARI No drunks in here! 
Get out! 

\Then the door slams behind American soldier, 
noise fades; soldier turns and bangs on the door,'] 

SOLDIER 1 No 1 No 1 [Banging on the door] No. . .I’m not drunk 
. . . Open the door ... I paid for it. . . [Renewed banging] 
Open the door ... I wanna come in . . . 

[He knocks again. The door opens^ and with a strong push the 
SOLDIER manages to force his way partly back; half in^ half 
out, he appears to be fighting.] 

No! No! [ Then,yielding to superiorforce, he is almost completely 
outside again, except for one fool, which prevents the door from 
being shut tight^ Pm not drunk! I want some brandy! 
Cognac! 

oW iner’s voice [from within] : Clear out! Don’t you under¬ 
stand ! 

SOLDIER [obstinately] ; I paid for it... I paid for it... I wan’ 
Mado . . . 

voice: Which Mado? 

soldier: I paid for it... I paid. . . for . . , Mado! 
voice: Mado’s a nice girl. She never goes with drunks. 
Mado. , . not for drunk men. 

soldier: Fm not. . . Fm not... I wan’.. . I. . . wan’... 
Mado! 

[A violent push from within sends soldier sprawling on 
the ground; the door closes,] 

SOLDIER [sitting on the groundfacing the bar and beating his fists 
rhythmically on the floor of the stage ]: Mado! Mado! Cognac! 
Mado! Cognac! Mado! Mado! Cognac! 

[The bar-door opens; the marCs voice is heard:] 
voice: Shut your blasted trap or I’ll call a policeman! A 
mil-it-ary pol-ice-man. . . 

[The door closes,] 

SOLDIER [who has risen to his feet and hurled himself at the door - 
too late, the door shutting in hisfcLce — beats on it with his fists and 
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shouts ]: Policeman! ? Military Policeman I ?... [Then] I am 
a Military Policeman! [He turns andfaces the audience^ takes an 
armband bearing the letters M,P, from his pockety fixes it on his 
arm^ and says in a woebegone voice with his strong American 
accent] Military Police, that’s me! [He shrugs his shoulders^ 
makes a movement towards the door^ hesitates^ gives it up^ and says, 
in a puzzled and disappointed tone] Mado 1 Mado! [ Then, after 
scratching his head, he angrily rips off his M.P.'s armband, hurls it 
to the ground, takes a piece of chewing-gum from his pocket, and 
repeats, while he is chewing, in the. same woe-begone voice] Mado I 
Madol 

[He sits down on the steps, still chewing, and falls asleep, his 
head dropping down between his long legs, which, in this position, 
come almost up to his shoulders; in the distance, thefaint barking 
of a dog, then all is quiet, apart from the muffled music from the 
bar. Pause, a m e d e e comes in from the left, preceded by a noise 
not unlike that of a tin-can attached to a dog's tail; he is labour¬ 
ing under the weight of the dead body, which he is pulling after 
him feet first; he reaches the middle of the stage. Only the legs of 
the dead man can be seen, the rest of the body remaining in the 
wings; he drops the feet, which make a noise as they fall; he puffs 
and mops his brow for a moment,] 

A M E D E E: [picks thefeet up again and takes a stepforward; noise of a 
tin-can; he stops; the tin-can again] What’s he up to, now! [He 
pulls the feet very gently again and advances a little to the right; the 
tin-can is making less noise. He stops, once more out of breath] Now 
I’m half-way there , . . [He looks round hhn] I’m in luck . . . 
The Square’s empty. What a wonderful sky ... If only I 
hadn’t this wretched job to do . . . [He picks up the feet again 
and progresses a littlefarther,] 

SOLDIER [looming up out of the shadows, amedee] : Do you 
speak English ? 

amEDEE [rather surprised] : Oh, I’m sorry ... 

soldier: Did you see Mado? 

am:^d^e: Madeleine, my wife? 

soldier; No, not Madeleine, Mado ... Do you know 
Mado ? 
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AMJ&Di&E [struggling to speak English] : Made? .. . Mm? ... I 
... do not... I... do.. . not.. . know. . . Mado. .. 
soldier: That’s too bad! 
amedee: I beg your pardon? . . . What? . . . 
soldier [noticing the body, without astonishment, as naturally as 
possible ]: Who’s that ? A friend ? . . . 
amedee: I’m afraid I don’t understand your language. For¬ 
give me. Please don’t keep me. I’m very busy. 
soldier [indicating the body] : A friend ? A buddy of yours ? 
amedee : Yes, yes, a friend . . . But it’s none of your business. 
You’re not a policeman. .. Ah llt’s a great misfortune, the 
tragedy of our life. . , the skeleton in our cupboard. . .You 
wouldn’t understand! 

soldier [who really doesn't understand]: Skeleton in your 
what? ... I don’t get it. 

amedee: I must go. I’m in a hurry. A great hurry. I don’t 
like talking to people in the street. My wife has expressly 
forbidden me . . . 

soldier [still not understanding] : I see ... I see. . , 

[He moves a few paces away, amedi^e takes hold of the feet, 
pulls as hard as he can, makes little progress and slops, 
exhausted,] 

AMEDEE: I’ll never do it, I’ll never do it. . . And Madeleine’s 
waiting for me . , . Oh dear .. . Perhaps I could leave liim 
here. . . No, I can’t leave him in the middle of the street. . . 
There’d be no room for the lorries to pass tomorrow; then 
there’d be an inquiry . , . they’d find out it comes from our 
place. . . and I’d be charged with obstructing the traffic on 
top of everything else . . . Oh, well!, . . Let’s try again . . . 
[He looks upwards for a second] What a beautiful sky 1 [ Theri] 
Hardly the moment. . . Try again . . . Have a look at the 
sky when this is over . . . when this is over . . . [He pulls, but 
unsuccessfully] And I can’t take him back to the flat either 
. .. it’s no good, it’s too much for me . . , I’m worn out. .. 
soldier: Wan’ some help, bud? 

amedee: Please leave me alone, Monsieur, I don’t want to be 
caught red-handed ... 
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soldier: No! . . . {By gestures he makes Amedie understand that 
he wishes to help himJ\ 

A ME dee: Well, of course ... If you really want to . .. thank 
you . . . it*s most kind of you, it will be much quicker... I 
have to be back as soon as possible to finish my play . . . 
soldier: Play? 

[amedie shows him by sign language that he writes.'] 
soldier: You ... a writer? Gee! That’s swell! You’re .,. 
writin’ a play ? 

amedi&e: Yes. A play in which I’m on the side of the living 
against the dead. One of Madeleine’s ideas. I’m all for tak¬ 
ing sides, Monsieur, I believe in progress. It’s a problem 
play attacking nihilism and announcing a new form of 
humanism, more enlightened than the old. 

SOLDIER {who still cannot understand] : I get it... I get it. . . 

[ With these word^ i/K’ soldier gives a treinendous pull with 
all his strength: a great part of the body is pulled into a heap 
upon the stage; the arms can be seen emerging from it and^ on 
the left, the shoulders and the beginning of the neck. But the 
pull has doubtless been too strongs for it has made a terrific 
noise and Madeleine\s voice can be heard faintly from far 
away.] 

Madeleine’s voice: Amedee . . . What are you doing? 
AM ED EE [scared ]: There’s that Madeleine again! Always fus¬ 
sing ... {To the Soldier] Please . . . not so hard . . . Oh 
dear, f)h dear . . . Someone’s sure to have heard . . . 

[ The noise has indeed started the dogs barking and set the trains 
in motion: they can be heard rolling along in the distance^ quietly 
at firsts much more loudly later on. Desperately:] 

What have you done, Monsieur? You’ve made the dogs 
bark and started all the trains. . . 
soldier: Huh! [Understanding] Ah, yea, dawgs ... I get it 
.,. wuft! wuff! w’uff! yea... yea. .. 

{He seems amused by this: amed^e barks tooy to make sure he 
understands he means dogs. Seeing no reason for alarm and 
unaware of Amedee\s fright, /^American suddenly puts his 
finger to his brow, like someone who has a brilliant idea; then^ 
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taking hold of Amedee by the shoulders^ he spins him round like a 
top.] 

AM^D^E [unable to resist ]; But ... please ... I say . . . look 
here. . . [^4^ he realizes that the body is rolling up round his waisty 
he begins to spin round under his own steam so that the body shall go 
on rolling round hirri] Yes, thank you, that’s an excellent 
idea .. . Americans are really quite intelligent . . . that’s 
fine .. . 

SOLDIER [pleased to see that Amedee has understoody moves aside a 
little to let him continue unaided ]: Good, eh ? 

A mediae: It’s much easier ... I should have thought of it 
before . . , excellent idea . . . [He stops spinning round for a 
moment] Now it’s my turn to do you a favour. If ever you 
want to learn French, never use the sound u in conversa¬ 
tion. The u is dangerous, it’s a sharp, pointed sound. Eng¬ 
lish is a soft tongue, not dangerous at all. There’s no u in it, 
as there is in French. 

soldier: I get it ... I get it ... 

A mediae: Uy it’s like a knife, an angle, the point of a 
needle, beware of it, beware ... m is a whistling sound 
... If you can’t avoid saying an u, you must round your 
lips into a circle, like this, to stop it escaping. Beware of 
cuts or grazes, of anything that penetrates or dislocates or 
pierces. .. 

soldier: I get it. . . I get it. .. 

amedee: ... a cutting wit slips its barb slyly into conversa¬ 
tion . . . Are you a geometrician ? 

soldier: I get it ... I get it .., 

amedILe : In that case put yourself on the side of the spheres 
... Choose a curve and not an angle, a circle not a triangle, 
an ellipse but never a parallelepiped .. . cylinders, per¬ 
haps, but cones only now and then ... never pyramids as 
the Egyptians did, that’s what caused their downfall •.. 

soldier: I get it.. .Igetit... 

AMl^DEE: And above all, evade the question. .. always move 
in a circle and paraphrase and paraphrase ... I para¬ 
phrase ... you paraphrase ... we paraphrase ... keep 
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going round and round or you’ll have to stick to the 
point. . . 

[While saying these last words am6d^e Adw started spinning 
round again^ rolling the body round and round his waist as he does 
so^ without a word now and growing steadily more anxious; for 
this procedure is accompanied by a continuous and penetrating 
whistle. But it is too late to stopy he must go on whatever happens. 
In the end the whole district is astir; in the sky there is a 
renewed outbreak of shooting starSy fireworksy etc,; shutters 
are thrown open; windows light up and heads appear at 
every floor. The bar-door opens and the owner appears on 
the thresholdy accompanied by a girl, mado, and a second 
AMERICAN SOLDIER. Meanwhile amed:i&e goes on 
spinning roundy with the body coiling round himy and the noise 
of the trains and the barking of the dogs growing louder and 
louder.'] 

bar-owner; But the trains shouldn’t have started yet! 

FIRST soldier [catching sight of Mado]\ Mado! Mado! 
Gee, what a surprise! [And seeing the Second Soldier] Hi, 
Bob! 

[The FIRST SOLDIER goes towards Mado and the Second 
Soldiery who has advanced a few steps forward; he shakes them 
by the handy kisses Mado and is delighted to have found her 
again.] 

SECOND soldier: Hiya,Harry! 

MADO [to the First Soldier] : Hallo, you. Are you the one they 
chucked out? 

FIRST soldier: Uuh? 

SECOND SOLDIER [/o the First] : She wants to know if you’re 
the one they threw out ? 

FIRST SOLDIER [jubilantlyy to Mado] : Oh, yeah, that was me 
... threw me out... [Pointing to the Owner] That guy over 
there... 

[He lifts Mado into his arms,] 

BAR-OWNER [from the doorwayy to ArrUdie]: You’ve found a 
funny job for yourself!,.. Why, it’s that old tenant of mine 
... it’s M. Am6d6e... 
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[The latter is still turning, but not so easily; he is tangled up in 
dead man's long 

. . . Playing a game like that, at your age! .. , How’s the 
wife? 

[Someone is blowing a whistle off-stage,'] 

It’s the cops! 

AMEDEE [standing quite still, petrified] : Hell I The police I 

[two policemen c/o, in fact, now come on at the double, 
blowing their whistles,] 

MADO [to the two Americans, who are looking rather scared ]: It’s 
not for us . . . 

FIRST POLICEMAN [acknowledging them as he passes]*. 
Evening. . . 

[a ME DEE turiu to flee homewards, to the left, still entangled,] 
A MAN [at a window]: . . . come and look! 

[The POLICEMEN run off left after Amedee, who has disap¬ 
peared,] 

SECONDSOLDiER [explaining the situation to hisfriends] : That’s 
a buddy of his! 

[amedee reappears from the left and vanishes behind the loiv 
wall at the rear, behind the bar. Shouts of laughter from the 
windows,] 

MADO: A pal of his ? What’s he doing with him, then ? 
BAR-OWNER [hands in pockets^: Now you’re asking! 

[ The TW'O POLICEMEN reappear from the lef f.] 

FIRST policeman: Where did he go? 

SECOND policeman: Where did he go? 

BAR-OWNER [pointing to a part of the body lying on the staged*. 
That’s a piece of the incriminating corpse. 

[Laughterfrom mado and the Americans.] 

A woman [at her window]: That way, officers, he must be 
behind the wall I . . . 

FIRST POLICEMAN [looking at the body]: Is that really the 
corpse ? 

SECOND POLICEMAN: Nevermind that... Let’s catch him 
first! 

[ They run after Amedee and disappear behind the wall,] 
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BAR-OWNER [to himself \: Well, M, Amedee! You’re a fine 
one! I’d never have thought it! 

A WOMAN [fl/ window ]: They won’t catch him! 

A M A N [a/ window ]: They will 1 

A WOMAN [at a window ]: No, they won’t! 

A MAN [a/ a window ]: Yes, they will I [ To his wife^ who is inside] 
Come and look, Julie! ... There’s no charge. Hurry and 
get up! 

[Flashes of lights stars ^fireworks’] 

MADO: Ooh! Fireworks! 

BAR-OWNER [with a shrug of his shoulders]: They’re not. 
They’re stars . . , 

A WOMAN [at a window^ to her husband, who is inside]: They 
won’t catch him, you know . . . [Tb the gentleman at the other 
window] They won’t, will they, Monsieur? 

MAN [at the window ]: Want a bet on it ? 

FIRST SOLDIER \ to Mado]: I’ll take you along. . . 

MADO: All right with me , . . lb America I 

FIRST POLICEMAN [from behind the wall, where he is invisible ]: 
Catch him! 

SECOND SOLDIER [to Mado ]: Yeah ... to the United States 
of America . . . 

[Suddenly a surprising thing happens. The body wound round 
Amedee^s waist seems to have opened out like a sail or a huge 
parachute; the dead man^s head has become a sort of glowing 
banner, and A m 6 d e e ’ s head can be seen appearing above the rear 
wall, drawn up by the parachute; then his shoulders, his trunk, 
and his legs follow, amedee is Jlying up out of reach of 
the policeman. The banner is like a huge scarf, on which the 
head of the dead man is drawn, recognizable by the long beard, 
etc,] 

FIRST POLICEMAN [behind the wall]: Catch him, catch him 
.. . He’s getting away from us... 

AMED]^E [zVz fight]: Please forgive me, Ladies and Gentlemen, 
it’s not my fault, I can’t help it, it’s the wind ... Really, it’s 
not me. 

A MAN [at a window]: Don’t often see anything like this ... 
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A WOM AN fl window] : He’s flying away! He says he doesn’t 
want to, but he looks quite pleased all the same. 

SECOND POLICEMAN jumping up from behind the wall; a hand 
appears^ catching hold of Amedee's shoe, then disappears again]: 
Bastard! 

[T/te BAR-OWNER, MADO, and the two soldiers run 
into the centre of the stagey where they can watch Amedee flying 
away.] 

bar-owner: 

MADo: > Oooh! 

soldiers: J 

[The AMERICANS, naturallyy pronounce this sound with a 
strong American accent. The second soldier quickly takes 
out a camera and tries to lake a picture of Amedee in flight^ 
second POLICEMAN [behind the wall ]: All I caught was his 
shoe! 

MADO [to the Second American Soldier ]: You’ll give me a snap, 
wTm’t you? 

WOMAN [at the window] : I said they wouldn’t catch him! 
FIRST SOLDIER [bursting with excitement and throwing his cap 
into the airy as the two policemen re-appeary looking rather 
crestfallen]: Hiya, boy 1 Hip I Hip! Hooray! 

MADO and THE PEOPLE AT THE WINDOWS [watching 
AMEDEE fly slowly away ]; Oooh! 

BAR-OWNER : That’s what I call an escape! 

FIRST soldier; Attaboy! Yippee! [He is jumping about with 
excitement.] 

[ The secondsoldier hasfinished taking his photographs ; 
from the windows andfrom all sides of the stagey applause rings 
out:] 

Hip! Hip! Hooray! 

[One q^/AePOLiCEMENijr holding Amedie^s shoe.] 

MADO and THE AMERICANS: Hip! Hip! Hooray! 

THE PEOPLE AT THE WINDOWS: Hip! Hip! Hooray! 
ALLTOGETHER [except the two policemen] : Hip! Hip! Hooray! 
FIRST POLICEMAN [blowing his whistle]: Move along there! 
Move along! 
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[MADELEINE appears from the left^ her hair unkempt, looking 
quite distracted,] 

MADELEINE [running to the centre of the stage]: Ain^dee! . .. 
Amedee!... Have you seen Amedee ? What’s happened to 
Ain6dee ? 

SECOND policeman: Is that your husband, Madame? 

MADELEINE [looking Up into the : Heavens! It can’t be 1 It’s 
incredible! Is that really him ? 

FIRST policeman: Well, Madame, I’m afraid it is.. .Fine 
state of affairs! 

MADELEINE [looking into the sky]\ Amedee! Amedee! 
Amedee 1 Come down, AmMce, you’ll catch a chill, you’ll 
catch cold! 

SECOND policeman: Amedee! Amedee! Come down, M. 
Amedee! Your wife’s calling you! 

ALL together: Amedee! Amedee! Amedee! 

[More bursts of hilarity from the windows, amedee re-appears 
still in mid-air, on another side of the stage ; everyone rushes over,] 

MAN [at the window ]: Hey . , . there . . .Jack-in-the-box! [To 
the Policeman] And you there, leave him alone, can’t you! 
Down with the police! 

amedee: I’m terribly sorry. Please forgive me. Ladies and 
Gentlemen . . , Please don’t think ... I should like to stay 
. . . stay with my feet on the ground . . . It’s against my will 
... I don’t w^arit to get carried away ... I’m all for pro¬ 
gress, I like to be of use to my fellow men ... I believe in 
social realism . . . 

w o M A N the window] : He’s a good talker. 

MAN [a/ the window, to his wife inside]: He’s making a speech... 

AMliDEE: I swear to you that I’mall against dissolution.. .1 
stand for immanence, I’m against transcendence ,., yet I 
wanted, 1 wanted to take the weight of the world on my 
shoulders ... I apologize, Ladies ’n Gentlemen, I apolo¬ 
gize profusely. 

MADELEINE: Come down, Amedde, I’ll arrange things with 
the police . . . [To the Policemen] It will be all right, 
won’t it ? 
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firstpoligeman: Why yes, Madame, of course, we’ll fix it 
all up. . . . 

MADELEINE: Amcdcc, you can come home, the mushrooms 
have bloomed . . . the mushrooms have bloomed . . . 

ALL TOG ETHER [except for : The mushrooms have 

bloomed .. . 

FIRST soldier: Hey what are they talking about? 

MAN [at the window^ to his wife inside ^: It’s all about some 
mushrooms . . . 

W'OMAN [at the window^ to her husband inside']: They’re 
mushroom-growers . . . 

ami^dee: Madeleine, I promise you, you can really believe 
me ... I didn’t want to run away from my responsibilities 
. . . It’s the wind, / didn’t do anything! . . . It’s not on 
purpose! . . . Not of my own free will! 

WOM AN [tz/ the window^ to the Man at the other window] : It’s not 
his fault, if it’s not of his own free will . . . 

[a ME dee is going up, throwing down kisses as fast as he can, 
and says:] 

AMEdee: Forgive me, Ladies and Gentlemen, I’m terribly 
sorry! Forgive me! [Theri] Oh, dear! But I feel so frisky, 
so frisky. [He disappears,] 

WOMAN [at the window] : It’s a course of rejuvenation. 

FIRST policeman: You might at least drop us the other 
shoe! 

MADELEINE [wringing her hands ]: Amedee!... Amedee 1. .. 
Your career in the theatre! 

MADo: Why don’t you let him alone, Madame . . , 

FIRST s o L D I E R [/<? Aladeleiue^: Off he goes . . . 

MADELEINE*. Ainedcc, Amedee, you’ll make yourself ill, you 
haven’t taken your mackintosh ... [Noticing the bar- 
owner] Oh, good evening, Monsieur, I hadn’t seen you 
there before! [Then] Amedee! 

mado: He’s going to vanish into the Milky Way! 

[amedee’s second shoe falls on the stage from above,] 

SECOND POLICEMAN [picking it up]: Well, that’s very 
thoughtful! 
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FIRST POLICEMAN [to the second] : That makes us one each! 
[ They share the shoes out; then his jacket falls ^ and a number of 
cigarettes; the policemen rush for them^ share them out 
between themselves and light up,] 

WOMAN [at the window]: He’s not what you’d call stingy! 

MAN [at the window]: Of course, it’s the police that get the 
benefit! 

WOMAN [at the window] : It’s always the same! 

[The POLICEMEN offer cigarettes all round and throw them 
up to the people at the windows,] 

MAN [at the window^ catching omf \: Thank you, Officer. 

WOMAN [at the window^ as above] : Thank you, Officer. [To her 
husband inside] Here you are: cigarettes 1 

MADELEINE [gazing up at the sky^ which is brilliantly lit] ; Come 
along, Amedee, won’t you ever be serioas ? You may have 
gone up in the world, but you’re not going up in jny 
estimation! 

FIRST POLICEMAN [looking Up at the sky and wagging his finger 
at Amedee^ as one ivould at a child]: You little rascal, you! 
Little rascal! 

ALL TOGETHER [imitating the Policemans gesture]: Little 
rascal! Little rascal 1 

FIRST soldier: Why, Junior, you bad boy! 

MADO: He’s out of sight. Completely disappeared! 

[Brilliant flashes. Blazing lights from all sides,] 

BAR-owner: Why don’t you all come and have a drink! 

FIRST policeman: Why not? 

MADELEINE: Oh, no!.. . I. . . don’t know if I ought to .. • 
I’m not thirsty! 

M ADO : Don’t worry about it, Madame. It was the wind that 
did it. Men are all alike. When tliey don’t need you any 
more, they leave you in the lurch 1.. . Yours is nothing but 
a great big baby! 

WOMAN [at the window]: He won’t come back to you, 
Madame. 

MAN [at the window] : He may come back to you . .. 

WOMAN [at the window]: Oh, no! He won’t come back. 

103 



am6d£e or how to get rid of it 

Exactly the same thing happened to me with my first 
husband. I never saw him again. 

MADELEINE: I shall bc all alone now. I don’t want to marry 
again! And to think he never finished his play! 

SECOND policeman [gently pushing Madelein^x Oh ... 
People always say that ... You never know . . . People 
forget,.. Why don’t you come ? ... After all, the drinks 
are on the house . .. 

MADELEINE [moving towards the bar with all the others']: It’s 
such a pity! He was quite a genius, you know, really! 

bar-owner: All that talent wasted! It’s a bad day for 
literature 1 

MADo: No one is indispensable! 

[Tluy all go into the bar,] 

MAN [at the window^ to his wife inside] : And now^ we can go to 
bed . . . We’ve got to be up early tomorrow 1. . . Gome on, 
Julie . . . 

WOMAN [fl/ the window] : Let’s close the shutter, Eugene, the 
show’s over 1 


curtain 

August 1953 


This is another ending to the play^ which takes staging problems 
into account; it is easier to produce and replaces Act Ilf the 
curtain never falling at the end of Act II. 

The change of scene is no longer indicated by a change of set, but by 
the intrusion of fresh characters on to the stage, and {at the Theatre 
de Babylone) by a scenic device allowing the rear wall only of the 
dining-room to disappear, so that the action passes in an ill-defined 
space, glowing with light. 

MADELEINE: Pull . . . pul-1-1. .. Why don’t you pull. .. ? 

AMEDEE [from far off, invisible]: I’m pul-ling .. . it’s not 
coming very easily . . . what’s the matter with it. . . 

MADELEINE [cupping her hands ]: But pul-1-1 . . . you’ve only 
got to pull harder.,. Am(§dee ,.. come on... pul-1-1.. • 
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pul-1-1... as har-ard ... as you ca-an! You’re not pulling 
as hard as you ca-an! 

Am6d^e [flj before ]: I’m do-o-ing ., . my-y . . . be-est... 

MADELEINE [os before]: Put some stre-ength into it! ... 
Why don’t you ma-ake an effort. . . Don’t be so 1-a-azy! 
. , . [Pause,] Th-a-t’s better! 

AM^DEE [oi before ]: Is there - still - a lot m-o-ore?M-o-ore? 

MADELEINE before] : Only the h-e-ad! 

[MADELEINE is Still at the window^ which is almost com¬ 
pletely blocked; there is just enough room for her to show her 
head.] 

AMi^.DjfiE [as before] : I’ve adva-anced a little ... I must stop 
to get my brea-th 1 . .. 

MADELEINE [fli before^ : There’s no time to 1-o-ose! You must 
be m-a-ad . . . There’s no t-i-i-rne . .. you must p-u-1-1... 
pu-l-l . . . Hurry u-u-up . .. The night is sh-o-ort.. . it’ll 
soon be d-a-y!.. . 

AMEDEE [as before ^: Just a second, only a second ... Then 
I’ll have more str-ength ... I must r-e-st. .. 

MADELEINE [os before ]: You can rest 1-a-ter .. , There’s no 
t-i. . . ime! Pul-1-1 . . . your h-e-a-rt’s not in it! .. , 

amed^:e [as before]: All r-i-ght . . . I’m pu-lling .. . you 
must p-u-ush to-o-o . . . 

MADELEINE [to herself]: Can’t do a thing by himself! [She 
pushes the head outwards^ towards Amedee'] Pu-l-I .. . That’s 
right. . . That’s it. . . 

AMEDEE [flj before]: Is there any m-o-re! .. , P-u-ush .., 
p-u-ush! 

MADELEINE [a 5 before ]: Only the h-e-ad!.. . Where a-a-r-e 
you? 

am:6d#.e [as before ]: At the other side of the sq-u-a-re! 

MADELEINE [dipping her hands]: Go o-on ... go o-on! . .. 
once ag-a-ain . . .! Be c-a-arefull Don’t pull the window 
out! 

[A violent jolt,] 

Not so h-a-ard! 

[The walls shake.] 
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Not SO h-a-ard, I tell you . .. Can you hear m-e-e ? You’ll 
have the whole h-o-use d-o-o-own . , •! 

[ The whole set trembles violently.] 

We’ll never be able to pay the o-w-ner compens-a-ation 
... be c-a-areful! Don’t be so r-o-u-gh! L-i-sten to me, you 
br-u-te! . . . Do you h-e-ar! 

[ The head disappears.] 

That’s it! That’s it! It’s out! [To Amedee] It’s o-o-u-t! 
[A rapid glance round the empty room] We shall have to get 
some furniture now, to furnish the flat! 

[The head has disappeared completely from view through the 
now empty window frame.] 

Get on the w-a-y! The worst is o-over! And come back 
so-o-on! Hurry up . . . what-ever you d-o-o . . . hu-rr-y, . . 
there’s w-o-rk to be d-o-one 1. . . [She gazes into the distancey 
shielding her eyes with her hand] Amedee! Amedee! Hey! 
Amedee! A-a-answer me! Let me kn-o-ow how you’re 
getting o-o-on! 

[While MADELEINE is callingy watching and getting in a 
stale^ MADo and American soldier appear behind 
her. Dance music.] 

MADO [wheedling]: If you teach me American, I teach you 
French . . . 

soldier: I get it. . , I get it.. . O.K. . .. O.K.! 

[MADELEINE gO€s on making signs from the window.] 

MADO [to soldier] : You speak French? 

soldier: Parlez-vous anglais? . , . Je. . , parle. , . frangais. 

Mademoiselle, Madame, Monsieur. 
uADO [to the soldiery wantonly ]: We have good time together, 
you see! 

MADELEINE [os before ]: Amedee! Amedee! Ame-ed-dee! 
[While MADO and iAd soldier are Jlirtingy they could come 
up to the window on either side of MadeleinCy as though she did 
not exist; they talk to each other over her head and even push 
her lightly aside at times in order to touch each other,] 

MADO [to the soldier] : You speak well French? 
soldier: Un peu - beaucoup - passionn^ment. 
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MADO [simpering wantonly ]: You liar . . . American liar! , .. 

MADELEINE [shuuting through cupped hands]'. Ameclee! ... 
A-a-answer me! . . . Where a-a-are you? [To the Soldier] 
Have you any binoculars ? 

soldier: Uuh? 

yiATiO [to the Soldier ]: She ask you glasses . . . 

soldier: Ohj field-glasses. O.K.! [He hands the field-glasses to 
MADELEINE, who looks through them into the distance; to Mado] 
Hey, vous parlez anglais bien! 

MADO [to the Soldier]: A lectle ... you goddam son-of-a- 
bitch 1 

MADELEINE [with the glosses ]: I can see you . . . Ain^dee . .. 
What are you doing down there . ., You’re going the 
wrong way 1 

SOLDIER [to Mado ]: You’re a cute little baby I 

[Stretching his hand over Madeleine^ he caresses Madoxs 
breasts.] 

MADELEINE: [with the glasses] Go round the corner, Ainedde 1 
What a silly idiot! Cross the road! Don’t drop him, 
whatever you do! 

SOLDIER [caressing Mado]: What’s the French for these? 
Painplemousse ? 

MADO : Grapefruit! ... is like lemon! 

MADELEINE [with the glosses]'. Well, cro-o-oss it! There 
aren’t any cars about now. The road’s clear 1 What are you 
w-a-i-ting for! 

MADO [to Madeleine]: Oh, must you shout so loud? I can’t 
hear what he’s saying! Can’t hear ourselves speak! 

MADELEINE [/o Mado]: He’s taken the wrong road! [With the 
glasses, shouting into the distance] ... Arnedee... do you hear 
me ? Arnedee 1 . . , 

s o L DIE R [/o Mado, still caressing her breasts]: Lemon or melon ? 

MADO [to the Soldier]: I do not mind . .. just as you like ... 
[Simpering wantonly :] If you satisfied . . . ch6ri! 

soldier: Lemons grow on melon-trees! 

[He kisses Mado, They have now taken up almost all the room at 
the window; Madeleine is flattened in a corner with her glasses,] 

lO^ 




AMlfeDl^E OR HOW TO GET RID OF IT 

MADO: Et vice versa! 

MADELEINE \as before ]: Am6d^e! Amed^e! Am6-6-d6e! 

MADO [in the Soldier^s arms ]: Darling! 

soldier: Baby! [mado and the soldier move slightly away 
from the window^ executing vague dance-steps; they stand stilly 
then move off again; and so they continue almost until the end of 
the play,] Lemon! Melon! Melon! Lemon! 

MADELEINE before ]: Look out for the curb, Amed^e, and 
what-e-ever you do, do-o-on’t trip up! Don’t go near the 
lamp-post or you’ll both be se-e-en! 

SOLDIER [petting the girl ]: And these? Pommes? Poires? 

MADELEINE [os before]: Keep away from the lights 
Am-e-dec! .. . 

mado: Apples and pears? 

MADELEINE before]'. Don’t make any n-o-i-se, Am-^-6- 
edee! Take the sh-o-rl c-u-t! The sh-o-rt c-u-t! 

MADO [to Madeleine^ who does not hear her ]: Oh really^ Madame! 
Not so loud\ 

MADELEINE [flj before ^: Cross! ... Turn the c-o-nierl 

SOLDIER [to Mado ]: Up those stairs! 

mado: Coucou ! Coucou! 

MADELEINE [flj before]'. Gross . . . turn . . . cross • • . 
t-u-r-n . . . 

SOLDIER [to Mado]: Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 

SOLDIER AND MADO: Guc . . , koo . , . COU . . . COU . • • CUC 

. . . koo . , . COU . . . COU . . . 

MADELEINE [as before]: Roll him round you,.. You’ve only 
got to roll him up! He’ll be easier to carry! I have to teach 
you everything!. . . And you’re not a child! [To Mado and 
the Soldier] He has to be told everything! [To Amedee] Well, 
roll him round you, then . .. r-o-1-1 him! 

MADO [to the Soldier] : Gibraltar! 

soldier: Casablanca! 

MADELEINE: He’s so awkward .,. He’s turned the corner 
... what on earth can he be doing now! 

SOLDIER [still to Mado]: Zanzibar! 

mado: Timbuctoo! 
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MADELEINE: What can he be doing! He must be wool¬ 
gathering 1 

soldier: And these? Poppies? 

MADo: Puppies? 

MADELEINE [to the Other twOy who pay no attentiori]\ He must 
have met someone 1 He’ll be gossiping! And I told him not 
to 1 If you only knew how impossible he is 1 

SOLDIER [to Mad6\ : Puppy dogs’ tails! 

MADo: All yes! Chiens, toutous, dogs! 

MADELEINE*. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! [She walks about 
the stage in great agitation^ He must be resting at every 
tree! 

soldier: That’s what little boys are made of! 

MADELEINE [as abovi^ \ I’d better go and seel puts on her 
hat\ I can’t leave the silly fool all alone; after all, he is my 
husband! 

MADo: You’re a wolf! 

SOLDIER.: There’s a wolf around! 

MADELEINE [hat oTt head] : Pie’s a lazy hound! Oh dear, oh 
dear, oh dear! 

SOLDIER: A wolf. . . Aouh! aouh! aouh! aouh! 

MADO and //if SOLDIER [holding hands] : Aouh 1 Aouh ! Aouh! 
Aouh! Brrr I Aouh I 

MADELEINE: He Can’t do a thing properly, when he’s by 
himself! 

[While MADO and /^f soldier go on yapping amorously at 
each other^ a loud noise like a tin-can rattling is suddenly heard 
coming from Amedee\s direction. Vehemently, much distressed:] 
Ah! He’s fallen down! I knew he would! I was sure of it! 
I should never have let him have his own way! I was quite 
right to try and stop him! Oh dear, oh dear! [Into the xmngs] 
Get up again! ! 

[Sound of a tin-can once more; furious barking breaks out in the 
distance, m A d o and s o l d i e r with their little game.] 

He’ll wake everybody up! He’ll be seen! Where is he? 
What’ll people say! We’re ruined! It’s his fault! I knew 
this would happen! 
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\jNoise of trains starting. Little trains can be seen moving in 
the background.^ 

Now he’s started up the trains! [She returns to the window^ 
Come back, Amedee! Don’t leave me all alone! 

[Oman’s head appears at a window on one side of the stage ^ or 
emerges from the orchestra pit.l 
man; What’s up? It’s not time for the trains yet! 
MADELEINE: Where are you? Gome qui-i-ckly! Bring him 
back with you 1 Don’t leave him in the road, he’ll block the 
traffic! Stop star-gazing! 

man: Making me lose my sleep! I’m a working man! 

[ Whistles are being blown.] 

Madeleine: My God, the police! 
soldier: Police? 

MADo: Don’t worry, it’s not for us! 

Madeleine: There he is, running! Quick! Drop him in the 
road! He won’t, of course*, he’s stubborn as a mule! 
man: Julie ... get up, come and look! 

[^woman’s head appears next to the Man^s.] 
woman: What’s up? The police? 
man: It’s M. Amedee! Funny sort of state he’s in! 

MADO [to Soldier] : Come and see! 

Madeleine: Make a dash for it! 

WOMAN: The cops are after him! [Confuseddin in the distance; 

policemen''s whistles.] He’s running quite fast for his age! 
Madeleine: Don’t da-w-dle! 

M A d o [^£? the Soldier] : Y ou like to sec what happens in the streets ? 
soldier: Les rues de Paris! 
woman: What have they been up to now? 
man: Can’t tell, with people like that! 

Madeleine: Don’t fall o-over! Run, can’t you? 
man: He’s tearing across the square! 

MADELEINE: Look out for the traffic lights! 
soldier: Oh boy, oh boy! 

man: It’s a bit of a handicap . •. a parcel like that! 
mado: They won’t catch him! 
woman: Yes, the police’ll have him! 
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M A D o : I tell you they won’t! 

MADELEINE: Hc’s rouiid the comer! With a dog at his heels! 
It’ll rip his trousers! 1 

woman: He’s gone round the comer, Officer! After him! 
MADo: Mind your own business! 

MADELEINE: I Can’t see him now! 
woman: Behind the wall, Officer! 
man: Don’t interfere! 

FIRST policeman [the upper part of his body only appearings a 
whistle in his hand] : Move along there 1 
MADELEINE*. Do you hear, Ainedec? Move a bit faster! 
man: Home sweet home! 
soldier: Where is he? 

MADo: Down there, at the corner! 
man; They won’t catch him! 
soldier: What a champ! Attaboy! 

MADo: No! 

MADELEINE [wringing her hands]: It’s my husband! It’s my 
husband I 
WOMAN: Yes! 

MAN [to Womari] : You keep out of this! 
woman: She says it’s her husband! Why don’t they keep to 
themselves ? 

policeman: Move along! 
woman: That way! That way! 
man: He’s got the body with him! 

MADELEINE [running about wildly] : Drop the corpse! 
policeman: Where’s he gone? 

[amed^:e runs on from the back; with the dead man^s hat on 
his head and the beard on his face.] 
woman: There he goes! 

MADo: There he goes! 

MADELEINE: So there you are! It’s about time! 

[The SECOND policeman appears at the back.] 
am#.D]&e: Don’t lose your head! 

FIRST policeman [to SECOND POLICEMAN]: Don’t let 
him get away! Catch him! 
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woman: Catch him! 
man: They won’t have him! 
soldier: Attaboy! 

[The second policeman tries to lay hands on Amedee; 

FIRST POLICEMAN also Stretches out his hand from the 
orchestra pit, in an attempt to catch him; but it is all in vain, 
AMEDEE w suddenly liftedfrom the ground and begins to fly,] 
FIRST POLICEMAN [who kos cought nothing but Amedee^s shoe ]; 

The bastard! 
man: 


woman: 

mado: 


} Ooh! 


soldier: 

Madeleine: Stop doing that, Am6dee! Wlio told you to do 
that? 

second policeman: He’s getting away! 

MAN [^0 Woman] : I told you they wouldn’t catch him! 
mado: Marvellous! 

soldier [enthusiastically] : Oh boy, oh boy! 

AMEDEE [flying away]: I’m not doing it on purpose, 
Madeleine! I can’t help myself! 
first policeman: All I caught is his left shoe! 
Madeleine: Oh yes, you can, you’re doing it on purpose! 
amedee [flying away] : I promise you, Madeleine, it’s not my 
fault, it’s the wdnd! 
mado: You see, he says it’s the wind! 
man: It’s the wind! 
soldier: Attaboy! 
woman: It’s not the wind! 

first policeman [shoe in hand, to Madeleine severely]: Is that 
your husband, Madame ? 

MADELEINE: Ycs, officer, I’m afraid it is! 

AMEDEE [slowly rising]: It’s not my fault! I hope you’ll all 
forgive me! 

SECOND policeman [to Madeleine]: Tell him to come 
down! At once! 

Madeleine: Come down at once! 
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MADO [to Madeleine] : Why don’t you leave him alone! 
amedee [still hanging in mid air] ; I swear it’s not my fault, 
please forgive me, all of you, it’s the wind that did it! I 
couldn’t help myself! 
man: Don’t often see anything like this! 
woman: He’s flying away! He says he doesn’t want to, but 
he looks happy enough 1 

M ADE LEINE [/o Amedee] : Will you come down at once! Do as 
everyone tells you! 

[The SOLDIER takes out a camera and photographs AmedSe 
flying away,] 

secondpoligeman:A fine thing! Respectable people too I 
MADO [to the Soldier] : I say, you give me one, yes? 

FIRST policeman: Hi, you there! It’s forbidden to take 
photographs! 

MADELEINE: Amedcc 1 Just you come down! V’ou’ll catch 
cold! 

second policeman: Gome down, M. Amcd6e, your wife 
wants you 1 

man: Hallo, there ... Jack-in-the-box! [To the Policeman] 
Gome off it! Down with the police! 

WOMAN [/o Man] : Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? 
amedee [in mid air] : I don’t know what to say, please forgive 
me. Ladies and Gentlemen; you mustn’t think... I should 
like to keep my feet on the ground . . . It’s against my will 
... I don’t want to get carried away... I should like to be 
of some use to my fellow men ... I believe every man 
should realize his limitations . . . 

MADo: Oh! He knows how to talk! 
soldier: Yippee! Yippee! 
man: He’s making a speech! 

amedee [as above]: I swear to you I’m against dissolution 
... I stand for immanence, I’m against transcendence! 
I’m terribly sorry ... Please accept my apologies!... 
Madeleine: Listen to me, Amed6e, and come down ... 
I’ll make it all right with the police!... [To the Policemen] 
Won’t I? 
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FIRST policeman: Why yes, of course, Madame. It can 
all be arranged! . . . 

MADELEINE: Aniedcc, you can come home now, the mush¬ 
rooms have bloomed . . . 
soldier: I don’t get it! 
man: It’s all about some mushrooms! 
woman: They’re mashroom growers! 

AMEDEE [in mid air^\ Madeleine, I promise you, you can 
really believe me this time, I didn’t want to run away frr>m 
my responsil)ilities . . . It’s the wind, I didn’t do it on 
purpose, not of my own free will! 

MADo: It’s not his fault, if it’s not of his own free will! 
AMEDEE : Forgive me ... Forgive me ... Ladies and 
Gentlemen. 

[He throws down kisses as fast as he can and flies right away,'] 
FIRST POLICEMAN [lo the vanishing Amedk]: You might at 
least drop the other shoe I 

MADELEINE [wringing her hands]: Arnedee, Ainedee, your 
career in the theatre 1 

MADO [to the Soldier] : He must be a writer! 
soldier: Gee! A writer . . . that’s swell I . . . 

MAN [to Madeleine] : Why don’t you let him alone! 
MADELEINE [to the vanished Arnedee]: You’ve forgotten your 
mackintosh, you’ll only make yourself ill! Arnedee! 

[Arnedee* s second shoe falls from on high.] 

SECOND POLICEMAN: Well, that’s very thoughtful! 

FIRST policeman: That makes us one each! 

[ The policemen take a shoe each.] 
woman: And what about us? 

[A jacket and some cigarettes fall from above.] 
man: Cigarettes! A jacket! 

[ They all share them out.] 
mado: He’s not what you’d call stingy! 

[The sky is full of brilliant lights: cornets y shooting starSy etc.] 
Ooh 1 Fireworks I 
man: Rockets! 
woman: Not real ones! 



ACT THREE 


MADELEINE [to the sky\ \ Come along now, Am6d6e, wonH 
you ever be serious ? 

SECOND POLICEMAN [looking Up at the sky and wagging his 
finger at Amedie as one would at a child]: You little rascal, you! 
Little rascal! 

ALL [imitating the Policeman^s gesture]: Little rascal! Little 
rascal 1 

soldier: Why, Junior, you bad boy! 

[Brilliant flashes. Blazing lights from all sides ^ 
woman: He’s out of sight. He’s vanished! 

MADELEINE [to the sky] : Amcdce, you haven’t even finished 
your play 1 

MADO [to Madeleine] : I shouldn’t worry about him! 
woman; Men are all alike! 

MADO [to Madeleine] : He might come back to you! 
woman: Oil no! He won’t come back! 

[MADELEINE tums her head fro7n one to the other,] 
man [to Woman] : Why do you say that? What do you know 
about it? 

MADo: Oh yes, he might! 

woman: Of course he won’t! Exactly the same thing 
happened to me with my first husband! I never saw him 

MADELEINE [to hersclf] : Amedee, you may have gone up in 
the world, but you’re not going up in my estimation! 

[ The dead man\s big hat falls from above, with the beard too, if 
possible, and lands on Madeleine*s head. She drops to the ground 
and sits there, the hat on her head and the beard round her 
neck.] 

man: Perhaps he was a genius! 

SECOND poligeman:A11 that talent wasted! I t’s a bad day 
for literature! 

MAD o: No one’s indispensable! 
soldier: She’s crying! 

MADo: He’s left her the flat, anyway! 
second policeman: Let me help you up! [Assisting herl 
Let me buy you a drink! 
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am£d£e or how to get rid of it 

MADELEINE [rising painfully to herfeet^ supported by the voi^iCE- 
MAN, she goes on sobbing and repeating till the end of the play \: 
No, no. Pm not thirsty, Pm not thirsty! 

MADO [to the Soldier^ : You take me to America with you? 
soldier: To the United States of America? . . . 

MAN [to Woman'] : Come on, Julie. Let’s go to bed! 

WOMAN [to Man] : We’ll close the shutters, the show’s over! 
first p o l I c e m a n orchestra pit, whistle in hand, turning 

towards the audience] : Move along there, please. Ladies and 
Gentlemen, hurry along there, move along, please . .. 

CURTAIN 
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SCENE ONE 


A Police station 

\ln the left fore ground, seated behind a desk covered with papers, 
the onKF INSPECTOR, an elderly man^ strongly built. He 
is wearing a black coat and striped trousers. Standing very stiffly 
in front of the desk, professor ^jaranne. About forty 
years old. He too is dressed in black. On their right, a little to 
the rear, sitting astride a chair, with his chin resting on the back, 
a very dark young man, the j u n i o r c e r k. 

In the lift background, a woman, the old clerk, wearing a 
printed summer dress, checks papers, opens drawers, examines 
cards. 

On the right the stage is empty.'] 

TARANNE \gasping a little, in a single outburst]: But anyway 
you know my name! Fin famous, Fm respected. You 
should know that like everyone else; in your profession, 
Fd even say better than everyone else. You know quite well 
this accusation’s false. Why should I do it? The way Fve 
always lived is proof I couldn’t descend to such behaviour 
.... And after all, a little common sense, please! Who on 
earth would take all his clothes off in this cold weather? 
[Laughing] Fve no desire to be ill and go to bed for weeks; 
like all hard-working men, Fm a miser with my time.. . , 
So do think! Gan you trust the evidence of children? 
They say . , . whatever comes into their head. To make 
themselves interesting, to make people notice them, they’ll 
do anything. . . . You must know children. And I do 
know them. Not that I teach them, [Importantly] I’m a 
university professor. ... But ... [Turning towards the Old 
Clerk who is still sorting her papers^ . . . rny sister has a little 
girl. A little girl who wants, at any price, to be taken 
seriously. You must listen to her. Listen to her! Besides 
I like her very much. I can say I like all children. But to 
go as far as believing what they say.... 



PROFESSOR TARANNE 

I was walking quietly at the edge of the lake and then 
suddenly I saw them. They were there, quite close, they 
surrounded me. , . And others appeared, from everywhere 
at the same time. They all came at me. Then I began to 
run. I don’t know why I ran .. . probably because I didn’t 
expect to see tiiem there. 

Certainly I ran. They could have told you I ran, but 
that’s all. Look at me: do I look like a man who’s got 
dressed in a hurry ? And when would I have the time to get 
dressed . . . ? 

inspector: I’m sorr\\ But I’ve a report here that doesn’t 
agree at all with what you say. 

TARANNE: They were running, and shouting all together. 
[Quietlyl As if they’d been given the cue. 

inspector: What were they shouting ? 

TARANNE [in a shrilly little voice^ and pointing his finger]: 
‘You’ll see! You’ll see!* But see w'hat? I’ve done nothing 
WTong, and I can prove it. 

inspector: We only want to find out the truth. 

TARANNE: I am Professor Taranne, I’m famous. I have 
given a great many lectures abroad. Only recently I was 
invited to Belgium, and achieved an unheard-of-success 
, . . All the young people flocked to iny discussions. .. they 
fought to get a single sheet of paper in my handwriting. . . 

INSPECTOR [rising and putting his hand on Professor Taranne* $ 
shoulder] : I have no doubt about your success. But for 
the moment that is not what matters. [He removes his hand. 
Pause,] We must clear up this affair to complete the report. 
[He remains standing,] 

TARANNE : Report ? What report ? But if you make a report, 
you may cause me serious harm . , . compromise my 
career. 

INSPECTOR [sitting down again]: You’re not the first man 
such things have happened to. [Pause.] You’ll get off with a 
fine, that’s all. If you can pay it, this incident won’t have 
any consequences for you. 

taranne: Of course I can pay. I have money. I’ll sign you 
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a cheque, nothing easier. [Putting his hand in his pocket^ 
Right away if you like . . . 

INSPECTOR [rising again and touching Professor Taranne^s arrri \: 
No, not right away. I’m only asking you to sign [pointing 
to a sheet of paper on the deslil a statement admitting that you 
were surprised naked by children just before dark. \He sits 
down again.^ You can add that you didn’t know you were 
being watched. 

taranne: I know only too well I’m being watched, peered 
at, every]jody has his eyes fixed on me. 

Why do they look at me like this ? I don’t look at anyone. 
Usually I lower my eyes. Sometimes even I almost close 
them. {Pause.'\ I had my eyes almost closed when they 
appeared, all of lliem. 
inspector: How many were there? 
taranne: 1 didn’t count them, I didn’t have time. [Paused 
Why do you ask me that ? I’ve told you who I am. That 
should be enough for you ... I can’t believe you’ve never 
heard of me. 

INSPECTOR [laughingl*. I’m sorry. 

taranne: And so you should be. You ought to know who 
you’re dealing with. [Vehemently] Once again, how can you 
trust the prattle of* children? What proof is there that the 
girl, who came here to tell you all this, was really present 
... at the scene ? Other children must have told it her the 
way they do and she changed it again, transformed it, 
perhaps without even realizing. [Pause,] Yes, of course 
that’s what happened. 

Besides, it’s quite simple, you’ve only to send for people 
who know me. I can give you their names and credentials. 
They’ll bear witness to my character . . . and my reputa¬ 
tion. [Pause,] Make them come here, all of them! Anyone 
you like, anyone! And you’ll see .. . 

[./I journalist enters rights a fair woman^ middle-aged^ 
neither ugly nor pretty^ her hair cut in an Eton crop. She is 
wearing a pleated skirt and short-sleeved blouse,] 
journalist: You haven’t seen a gentleman who’s very tall 
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and well-built? He always holds his glasses in his hand. He 
arranged to meet me here ... 

JUNIOR clerk: No, Madam, no b^^en here, except 

[pointing to Professor Taranne\ the Prc>^sdc>r. 

[professor '1' a r a n n e gives a start.'] 

TARANNE [approaching the Journalist]'. I think we’ve already 
met ... If I remember correctly, you have recently pub¬ 
lished a thesis . . . [turning towards the Junior Clerk] ... a 
thesis which is quite remarkable. 

journalist [unembarrassed, as she^s walking] : You must have 
made a mistake. I’m a jfiurnalist. [To the Junior Clerk] 
How' hot it is in here! You couldn’t let a little air in? 

junior clerk: With pleasure. 

[He rises, but the oi n clerk has anticipated him and goes 
through the action of opening the window at the back. He sits 
down again and takes up his old position, his chin resting on 
the back of his chair.] 

T a R A N N K [/o the Journalist] : Allow me to introduce myself. . . 

JOURNAI.IST [turning her back on him and going towards the 
Chief Inspector who is still writing] : Really, men have no 
imagination. When they want to accost a woman, they’ve 
always met her somew'here. 

[The INSPECTOR laughs gently as he goes on writing. The 
JOURNALIST goes to the window at the back. 

The FIRST and s E c (j n d c; e .n t l e m e n enter right in winter 
overcoats, very busy. The first gentleman carries a 
leather briefcase. They are obviously continuing a conversation 
which has already begun. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN [/o Second]: I did tell you not to trust 
him, 

TARANNE [hesitates and then approaches the Two Gentlemen]: 
I’m so glad to meet you. You can do me ... a service. 
[The two men look at each other, taken aback; they think 
Professor Taranne is mad.] 

FIRST GENTLEMAN [coldly] : I don’t know you, sir. 

[ The second gentleman makes a gesture with his hand, 
meaning: ^Neither do 1.^] 
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TAR ANNE: What? But I’ve seen you so often at my 
lectures . .. 

SECOND gentleman: We don’t go to any lectures, [Laughs 
in^ We’ve passed the age for examinations. [To the First 
Gentleman^ importantly] He must be forced to change his 
progarnme. 

[The FIRST gentleman takes the arm of the Second, 

They walk up and down like sentries.] 

TAR ANNE [following them]: But, gentlemen, you can’t not 
recognize me, it’s impossible. I arri. . . Professor Taranne. 

FIRST gentleman [slowly as if trying to remember] : T aranne ? 

second gentleman [pointedly turning his back on Taranne 
and taking the First Gentleman by the arrri] : In any case you 
can rely on my cooperation. 

taranne [stammering]: Please, gentlemen, do make an 
effort, just a tiny effort. And perhaps ... in less 
than a minute, you’ll cry out - [happily] Why, it’s 
1 aranne! 

second gentleman [shrugging his shoulders]: You can see 
we’re busy. 

[the professor stands bewildered.] 

FIRST gentleman [/o Secondy taking him by the arm]: It’s 
time to take action. 

[ They take a few steps.] 

taranne [going towards the Chief Inspector, who is still silting 
at his desk]: I can’t understand it. Because after all, quite 
apart from my honours ... my work . . . I’ve a face you 
don’t forget once you’ve seen it. 

inspector: Of course. 

taranne: It’s true that in the meantime I’ve made a long 
trip abroad. 

inspector:! know. A trip which was a very great success. 

taranne: An extraordinary success. And I must go there 
again very soon. [Paused Abroad, the problems that 
interest me are examined much more seriously. They are 
given an importance they don’t always have here, that I 
must say. 
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[The CHIEF INSPECTOR does not move, professor 
TARANNE timidly approaches the Two Gentlemen again. The 
junior clerk, who has remained in the same position^ 
seems to have fallen asleep. The old clerk zV sHll checking 
papers^ 

journalist [leaving the window and going to meet the Two 
Gentlemen}: But I didn’t recognize you. Really, I do 
apologize. 

second gentleman: The way one meets people! 

taranne: I’ve often noticed ... 

SECOND gentleman [to the First Gentleman^ once again 
turning his back on Professor Taranne }: I consider it important 
to act quickly. 

[ They walk up and down.} 

journalist: It’s the matter you spoke to me about the 
other day ? 

first gentleman [laughing}: We can’t hide anything 
from you. 

smart woman enters^ elderlyy wearing dark clothes and 
a hat with a small veily accompanied by the third and 
fourth gentlemen, both tall and well dressedy their 
hair greying at the temples.} 

second gentleman: What a surprise! 

[General handshaking.} 

journalist [playfullyy to the Third Gentleman}: How small 
the world is 1 

third gentleman [turning towards the Smart Woman and 
the Fourth Gentlemafi, in a low voice]: She’s a j'ournalist and 
works so hard. You meet her everywhere, even in 
University precincts 1 

[General handshaking, professor TARANNEgives a start 
and approaches.} 

fourth gentleman: I read your last article. Congratu¬ 
lations! 

smart woman [seriously}: Talking of universities .. • last 
week I attended a lecture which particularly interested me. 
[Suddenly noticing Professor Taranne} But I’m not dreaming, 
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it’s... [To Professor Taranne^ Professor, I never dared hope 
for such Juck. I was just talking about you. 

TAR ANNE \stuttering with emotiori]: I’m delighted ... 

SMART woman: Profcssor, allow me to introduce you to my 
friends. {Pointing to Professor Taranne] Professor Menard. 

TAR ANNE [crushed]’. I ... 

[The CHIEF INSPECTOR arranges the papers on his desk, 
rises, puts on his overcoat, and goes out left. jVo one seems to see 
him ;?o.] 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN [almost shoutiug, leaning towards the 
Smart Woman]: Come now! That isn’t Professor Mjhiard. 
He’s rather like him, but Professor Menard is much taller, 
well-built... 

THIRD gentleman: Hc holds his glasses in his hand . .. 
like he docs. [Laughing] But apart from that! 

TARANNE [stammering]: I ... am Professor Taranne ... 
You must ... of course know my work. 

SMART woman: Taraiinc? 

[The THIRD and fourth gentlemen make a move¬ 
ment of the hand, meaning ‘ We don't know him either.' 

The junior clerk rises, puts his chair near the desk, and 
goes out left. No one seems to see him 

TARANNE [stuttering]’. You amaze me ,.. Especially because 
I know Profe.ssor Menard . ., and particularly admire him 
and ... for his part... he has the greatest [his voice fills with 
despair] respect for me. 

[Professor Taranne has spoken to the empty air; no one was 
listening. The smart woman takes the arm of the Third 
and Fourth Gentlemen. Slowly they take a few steps. 

The old clerk, who has finished her work, puts on her 
overcoat and goes out left, once again without anyone seeming 
to notice.] 

JOURNALIST [in the wings]: I must be going now. 

[She waves her hand in farewell and goes out right.] 

secondgentleman [putting his hand on the First Gentleman's 
shoulder]: This imposture must cease now. Immediately 1 
We’ll put things right. 



- IV \^x< lAKAJNINiS 


SMART WOMAN [/o Fourth Gentleman ]: Shall we go ^ We’re 
not going to stay here for ever [suddenly very serious^ like 
criminals . .. 

[The SMART WOMAN and the third and fourth 
GENTLEMEN gO OUt right, PROFESSOR TARANNE takes 
a step towards them, hut very quickly slops and leans unsteadily 
on a chair; then he suddenly notices the absence of the Chief 
Inspector and the Clerks, and begins to run. He goes out right.1 
TARANNE [ojfstagef. Excuse me... but I wanted to ask you 
if you’d seen the Inspector or one of the clerks... It’s most 
annoying. I should have signed my statement... and ... I 
haven’t. [Terrijiedl But they can’t have left, one of us would 
have seen them. I don’t understand ,.. 

[ The MANAGERESS enters left. She moves the chairs and desk 
a little^ takes away the files and brings in a board with keys on 
it, which she hangs on the wall backstage right. 

The scene now represents a Hotel Office,^ 


SCENE TWO 


A Hotel 

[professor TARANNE is Walking up and down.'] 
TARANNE .* Still nobody! How infuriating! The manageress 
has gone for a walk ... as usual. The way she behaves, 
she’d do better to give notice, it would be more honest... 
[Pause.] All the same I’d like to know if there are any 
letters for me. 

[Two Policemen enter right; commonplace appeararvee.] 

Who are you? What do you want? There’s no one in the 
office. 
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FIRST policeman: We’re looking for someone called •.. 
[He pulls a documenl from his pocket.] 

SECOND policeman: Taranne. 

taranne: You mean - Professor Taranne. 

FIRST POLICEMAN [pointing to a document in his hand]: The 
profession’s left blank. 

taranne: That’s most annoying. Because how can I be 
sure I’m the man you’re looking for? 

[The POLICEMEN laugh.] 

I am Professor Taranne, I have a chair at the Univer¬ 
sity . . . 

[The POLICEMEN move towards him.] 

Wliat’s the matter? I’ve done no harm to anyone. 
[Laughing] My conscience is clear. 

FIRST policeman: You’ve committed an offence against 
the regulations. 

taranne: Explain what you mean . . . 

SECOND policeman: Nothing we’d like better, but you’re 
interrupting us, 

FIRST policeman: The offence you’ve committed is a very 
small one. You’ll be let off with a warning. 

taranne: Once again I insist on knowing what this is all 
about. 

FIRST policeman: Stop worrying. Who’s never been 
summonsed some time or other ? 

TARANNE [after a silence, as if taking a heroic decisiori]: Oh, 
I see. You’re not up to date. But I’ve just come straight 
from the police station. I’ve signed the necessary papers. 
Witnesses have stood surety for my good behaviour. The 
affair is settled. Anyhow you must realize that; as I’m here, 
before you, at liberty; and I must explain . .. 

Your department’s very badly organized, I must say. 
Because after all, what I’m telling you now, you should 
know. It’s the only conclusion I can draw. 

second policeman: You’re making a mistake. We’re not 
attached to the local station here. It’s about a different 
crime that we’ve been sent to question you. 
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TAR ANNE : Oncc again, what do you mean ... 

FIRST POLICEMAN : You’rc accuscd of leaving paper lying 
about... in bathing cabins. 

SECOND POLICEMAN : You think you can do anything you 
like. From now on you’ll know you must leave the cabins 
clean. 

TARANNE [aggressively]: You have the wrong man. It so 
happens I didn’t... take a cabin, either yesterday or ... 
the other day, and those are the only times I’ve bathed 
recently. [Pause.] Of course I usually take a cabin. I hate 
undressing on the beach where everyone can see me. And 
all the precautions you have to surround yourself with, if 
you don’t want to be exposed to indiscreet staring, all these 
precautions tire me out; what’s more they make me lose 
time I’d rather employ [laughing] in something ... more 
useful. [Making a vague gesture] It’s ... such a businc^ss 
lowering your trousers after hurriedly tying your shirt 
around your belt; it might fall down, you have to be 
careful, [Pause.] You’ll tell me you can always go behind 
the cabins, but there the sand’s never changed and it’s so 
dirty ... I hesitate to go there. 

FIRSTPOLICEMAN [offering Professor Taranne the document he is 
holding]: All right. We’re only asking you to make the 
following statement: I swear I haven’t occupied a bathing 
cabin since the ... so and so, and add your signature. It’s 
not difficult. 

SECOND POLICEMAN : After ‘since the so and so’, you can 
add, if it’s right and you’d like to, ‘ that’s because I had no 
money’. 

taranne: It’s true, I had no money ... on me. That can 
happen to anyone, leaving your money at home. Of course 
it may seem odd that the same thing should happen again a 
few days later. But if you really think about it, that’s a most 
superficial view.... Things always happen in series. It’s 
strange, but ... it’s a fact. Yes, last time I went to the 
beach, I forgot my money again.... 

You’ll tell me I could have gone back for it, retraced my 
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steps. But that I cannot do, I never have been able 
to. To go along a road with the thought of having to go 
along it again, see all the details afresh, I haven’t 
the strength to. [Changing his lone.] Besides, generally 
speaking, I don’t like walking. I can’t work while I 
walk. 

SECOND POLICEMAN [lading a notebook out of his pocket] : Do 
you recognize this ? 

TAR ANNE : But that’s my notebook. . . . How have you got 
it ? Answer rne. 1 order you to answer me. I always have it 
on me, I’m never witlimit it. I note in it all the ideas that 
come to me in the course of th(r day, ideas I develop later. 
. . . No, you won’t find the fiill text of a single one of my 
lectures. [Laughing.] The whole notebook wouldn’t be big 
enough.. . . My lecturers are long, very long. A friend once 
assured me dial nothing so long is delivered in any 
University. I’m entitled to several hours continuously. . . . 
Sometimes even, I’m on th<^ rostrum till late at night. . . . 
While I’m sjieaking, the lamps are lit and through the open 
doors new students never cease to enter. Naturally I don’t 
much like that, because of the noise, the chairs they move. 

, . . But during the day a lot of people have jobs they can’t 
get away from, however much they want to.... You must 
put yourself in their place. Especially as my teaching 
doesn’t suffer from this state of affairs. My lectures are sub¬ 
divided in such a way that you can easily follow one part 
without necessarily having heard what has gone before..., 
It’s not that I repeat myself, no. But at the beginning of 
each . . . part, I summarize what I’ve said before, and this 
summary, far frrjm being useless, sheds new light on the 
question I’m dealing with. 

FIRST policeman: In your notebook there are several 
pages in a handwriting which isn’t yours. 

SECOND POLICEMAN [holding out the notebook to Professor 
Taranne without giving it to him] : Here for instance, 
f The two po I.ICEMEN close in on Professor Taranne.] 

TARANNE [leaning over his notebook^ which the second Policeman is 
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still holding] : But no, look, it is me, it is. I recognize it 
plainly. My writing’s so individual! 

SECOND policeman: Then read us what you’ve written. 

TARANNE [trying to decipher the page he is shown] : I want . . , 
would . . . wish.. . . It’s a fact, I find it difficult to decipher. 
But that doesn’t prove anything. When you write very 
quickly, as you walk, for example, and I often write as I 
walk, it does happen that you can’t read it. 

FIRST policeman: The author of a notebook ought to be 
able to complete what he finds hard to read ... in his own 
notebook. 

SECOND policeman: It looks as though.. , . 

TARANNE [terrified] : I wanted to steal someone else’s writing ? 
But why ? For what reason ? 

FIRST POLICEMAN [laughing] : I don’t know. To change some 

of. ... 

TARANNE [stretching out his hand] : Please, give it back to me. 
[The SECOND POLICEMAN hides the notebook behind his 
back,] 

FIRST P O LI G E M A N .* Not SO fast ! 

SECOND POLICEMAN: Oiic more question. Why are the 
pages at each end of the book the only ones written on ? The 
pages in the middle are. . . , 

TARANNE: The pages in the middle? No, I don’t believe it. 
A long time ago, I completely filled this notebook. It’s. . .a 
very old book I took to read again, to look for some facts I 
needed. I remember... I wrote on every page, even in the 
margins. You must have noticed. It’s all been filled by me, 
by me, do you hear? 

SECOND POLICEMAN [giving him the notebook] : See for your¬ 
self. 

FIRST policeman: You haven’t used all the pages yet, 
that’s all. 

TARANNE: Ycs, it’s truc .., there’s a gap. A gap in the 
middle! 

SECOND policeman [laughing]: That’s what we told you. 

TARANNE: I’ll explain.., . It’s very simple.... Sometimes I 
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open my notebooks at one end, sometimes at the other.. .. 
You understand.. . . Oli, I can see your objections. You’re 
going to say ‘ But then why is it always written in the same 
direction? If you’d started at both ends, we wouldn’t be 
able to read it straight through.’ Of course.... Only I pay 
attention. . . . 

[The two POLICEMEN out right. Taranne does not notice 
them go and continues to speak.l 

Obviously I could have taken care not to jump pages, and 
.. . this wouldn’t have happened. .. . But you see I’m 
absentminded. . . . Many scholars, seekers after know¬ 
ledge, are.. . . Why, nearly all of them are, it’s well-known. 
[Laughing^ There are stories about it. {Suddenly noticing he's 
aloney he goes out quickly right. OJf-stage} Wait ... I haven’t 
signed my statement. You haven’t even given me a pen, 
and I haven’t one on me., , . Upstairs, I left it upstairs! But 
I couldn't go and get it.... I don’t know why, my key isn’t 
on the board, and the Managertrss gone out as usual! Do 
you hear m(: ? . . . [Shouting'] Hullo I [After a momenty he enters 
again righty the notebook still in his hand. Walking] I don’t 
understand why they’ve left like this, without saying any¬ 
thing, They come, and go , . . they think it’s quite natural 
to disturb a man who’s working, and needs a little quiet to 
put his work in order. 

[He takes a few steps. The manageress enters lefty carry- 
ing under her arm an immense roll of paper. Going towards 
her'?^ 

Are there any letters for me ? 

manageress: No, Professor, only this. I was asked to give it 
to you immediately. [She holds out the roll of paper.] 
taranne [taking it]: Thank you. 

[The Manageress goes out. Professor Taranne places the note¬ 
book on the desky kneels downy and unrolls the paper in the middle 
of the stage. It is a gigantic map with a plany drawn in Indian 
ink. Professor Taranne on his knees leans over the map. Stam¬ 
mering :] 

There must be a mistake. This certainly can’t be addressed 
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to me.. . . Yet, Professor Taranne, it really is for me, there’s 
no doubt about it. \Shouting\ Madam! 

[The enters left.'] 

manageress: You called me, Professor? 

TARANNE [rising] : Who brought you this map? 
manageress:! found it on the desk, wVien I came in. There 
was a piece of paper attached and on it was written: ‘To be 
given to Professor Tarannciinmediately ’. That’s all I know. 
[ The manageress goes out left. 

PROFESSOR taranne kneels again in front of the map and 
studies it. jeanne enters rights a dark young woman with 
regular features and an even voice. She shows no surprise and goes 
round the map to avoid walking on it. She stops on the other side 
of the map on the left of the 
jeanne: It’s nice here. 

taranne: Jeanne, the most extraordinary things are hap¬ 
pening to me, 

jeanne: Extraordinary! Are you sure? According to you, 
everything’s always extraordinary. [Laughing] What a 
brother I have! 

taranne: Listem tome carefully.. . . I’ve just been brought 
. . . this map. . . . It’s the plan of the dining-room on a ship 
where I seem to have booked a passage. Only you see, I 
haven’t booked a passage on a ship. . . . 
jeanne [kneels and leans over the map] : To judge from this plan, 
it’s a large, beautiful dining-room. 

TA u A N Ne ; Yes, it is large. 

jeanne: I’ve often admired photographs of the President 
Welling in travel agencies. It’s certainly the fastest, most 
luxurious liner there is. 

taranne: That may be. The fact remains that I haven’t 
booked a pcissage on this ship, or any other, and so.. . . 
jeanne [leaning farther over^ her handfat on the map] : What are 
you complaining about? You’ve been highly honoured. 
[Pointing to a place on the map] You see, the cross there, that’s 
your place. You’re at the Captain’s table, and in the centre 
too. 
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TAR ANNE: Nonc of that explains why I should have booked 
a passage on a liner. To go where ? You don’t go to Belgium 
by liner, as far as I know. 

JEANNE: To have given you such a good place, they must 
know who you are. 

TAR ANNE: Of course.. . . It’s not by chance they’ve put me 
at the Captain’s table, next to the most important people, 
... But I have no intention of going so far away. I have no 
reason to. I’ve nothing to go for . . . or to fear. 

JEANNE [rises and holds herself very upright^ \ You must have 
taken your ticket one day when you were tired through 
working too hard. And now you’re not so tired and you’ve 
forgotten you tr)ok it. 

T A R A N N E [absently'] : Perhaps. 

JEANNE: Yes, it does happen that people do things they for¬ 
get later. Often I can’t find my combs and I have them in. 
my hair. It’s funny, you’re a little annoyed for the moment 
and then you laugh.. , . [She laughs; then seriously] I have a 
letter for you. 

TARANNE [very guichly] : From Belgium? 

JEANNE: I don’t know. There’s a statue on the stamp, and 
some writing. 

taranne: You have the letter? [He goes towards Jeanney 
walking round the map,] 

JEANNE [taking the letter out of her pocket] : Above the statue is 
written [Reading] Territory of Independence. 

TARANNE: Therc’s no such writing on any stamp! [Stretching 
out his hand] Give it to me. 

JEANNE [showing him the letter without giving it to hini] ; You see, 
next to it there’s another stamp with a lion. 

TARANNE: Yes, the royal lion of Belgium.! 

JEANNE*. I had to pay a surcharge. [Laughing] I’ve com¬ 
pletely emptied my purse. 

TARANNE: It’s just as I thought. The Rector’s letter at last. 
[Pause,] Give it to me. Why won’t you give it to me ? 

JEANNE:! wanted to read it to you. 

taranne: Give it to me. 
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[He wants to take the letter, but j e a n n e 

JEANNE [offering him the letter] : As you wish! 

TARANNE: No, read it. 

[jEANNE sits on the edge of the desk and opens the envelope, 

PROFESSOR TARANNE remains standing, next to her,] 

JEANNE [reading in a neutral voice which she retains until the end of 
the play] : ‘ Sir, your last letter showed evidence of impa¬ 
tience which, I must confess, surprised me.. . 

TARANNE [frightened] I I knew it. Fve been clumsy, I’ve 
annoyed him. . . , 

JEANNE [reading] : ‘ However, I thought that by drawing your 
attention to my wife’s state of* health, I had sufliciently 
explained the reason for my delay in answering you. . . .* 

TARANNE: Of course, I should have asked him for news of 
his wife. But he might have put himself in my place. In my 
letter I spoke of questions I have particularly at heart. It’s 
not so easy to pass from one subject to another. [Pause,] Oh 
well, yes, I did forget his wife. 

JEANNE [reading] : ‘Under these conditions I cannot possibly 
make the arrangements which your second visit would 
require. . . 

TARANNE: So lie thinks he’s irreplaceable. . . . There are 
other people just as capable of making the arrangements 
as he is. ... Other people would be happy to do me a 
service, take all the necessary steps. 

JEANNE [reading]: ‘I must also tell you I was surprised to 
learn that on your last visit you had neglected to inform the 
Secretariat of the exact hours of your lectures, thereby in¬ 
conveniencing your colleagues, who had to change their 
timetables at the last moment. . . .’ 

TARANNE: But thcy were delighted! 

JEANE [reading]'. ‘I have also learnt that your discussions 
were prolonged beyond the time permitted. . . .’ 

TARANNE: I Only prolonged my lectures because the wealth 
of subject matter forced me to ... I couldn’t do anything 
else. . . , 

JEANNE [reading] : ‘ Finally I’ve been told that your students’ 
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attention abated considerably; some of them went so far as 
to talk out loud and left the hall before you had finished.’ 
TAR ANNE; Who has dared to tell him such lies? And how 
can he be as credulous as this? 

It’s absurd! If the hall had emptied while I was lectur¬ 
ing, I’d have seen it, I’d have stopped. . . . Now, I never 
stopped. . . . On the contrary I spoke continuously, and 
without lowering my voice. \Pause,'\ I never lowered my 
voice for a moment. 

I know some students happened to leave before the end. 
But that’s because they had a train to catch. They came 
from another town, specially to hear me, and that was the 
only train there was., . . These students can’t be blamed in 
any way, any way at all. , , . 

As for the murmurs that arose once at the back of the 
hall, I know what provoked them , , , some girls had to 
silence two or three young men who were sitting behind 
them and shouting ‘ What clear thinking! What powerful 
reasoning! ’ Fm not angry with them: they were conscien¬ 
tiously taking notes. It’s absolutely normal that they should 
insist on silence. 

JEANNE [readingy. ‘AD this would be of little importance, if 
only the interest of your lectures could not be questioned, 
but that is not the case. Your recent expositions have 
seemed to me most uneven... .’ 
taranne: Uneven! Easy to say! As if you could always go 
straight to the point! As if there were no questions you have 
to explore more than others, because they concern you 
personally, touch you. . . . [He taps his chest with his finger^ 
JEANNE [reading]: ‘Certain points did interest me. But I 
should have liked to see them developed with more pre¬ 
cision, and, I may say, with more honesty. The ideas you 
express remind me rather too much of Professor M6nard’s, 
which are already so highly esteemed. Not that I make the 
slightest reservation about these ideas. On the contrary, I 
think they deserve the greatest attention. But how could 
you neglect to indicate your references, and so present, as 
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the result of your personal research, the reproduction of a 
work which we all know and admire. . . 

TARANNE [leaning defeated on the table, and stammering'l. It’s 
not true., . . It’s not true.. . . We had the same ideas at the 
same moment. These things happen. It’s not the first time. 

JEANNE [reading] : ‘I should not perhaps have informed you 
of my impressions, if I had not received letters from various 
sources, pointing out what I must really call your lack of 
delicacy.’ 

TARANNE [standing up straight, with a start] : They’ve written to 
him, all of them! I knew they would. I watched them care¬ 
fully. While I was speaking, they were yapping. [Shouting 
in a shrill voice] ‘ He’s stolen Professor Menard’s spectacles. 
He does everything like Professor Menard. Pity he’s smaller 
than he is.’ And I don’t know what nonsense. . . . 

If only they’d had the courage to get up and say to my 
face the things they whisper so cravenly, then I should have 
risen and I should have said: [ With an orator^s gesture, raising 
his voice] Gentlemen. . . . 

JEANNE [reading] : ‘As a result of the facts I have mentioned, 
1 cannot invite you to our next congress. 

‘ Believe me, I am sorry to have to change the opinion I 
had formed of you.’ 

[jEANNE rises, puls the letter quietly on the desk, and gels 
ready to go out, p r o F e s s o r i' A R a n n e clutches at the desk to 
avoidfalling,] 

TARANNE: Wliy tell me this now, after all these years ? Why 
hasn’t he told rne sooner? Why haven’t they all told me ? 
Because it’s obvious! You can see it at once! 

[While PROFESSOR TARANNE is talking, jeanne care-- 
fully walks round the map and goes out slowly right, 

Afler his last sentence, professor taranne turns towards 
the map and looks at it for a long time. 

The MANAGERESS enters left. Without looking at Professor 
Taranne, she picks up the few objects which constitute the decor 
{chairs, etc.) and carries them into the wings. The stage remains 
bare. 
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Only the notebook and the letter which the Manageress has 
dropped are lying on the ground, professor taranne Aaj 
noticed nothing. When the manageress has gone^ he takes 
the rnapy goes mechanically to the back of the stage ^ and looks for 
a place to hang it. A device is already installed. By standing on 
tif)toe, he succeeds in hanging the map on the wall. The map is a 
large expanse, grey, uniform, absolutely empty. 

Professor Taranne, his back to the audience, looks at it for a long 
moment, then very slowly begins to take off his clothes.^ 

CURTAIN 
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THE TWO EXECUTIONERS 


CHARACTERS 

THE TWO EXECUTIONERS, I don’t knowthcirnames 

The Mother, fran^oise 

The Two Sons, benoit and Maurice 

The Husband, jean 



The action takes place in a very dark room, Left^ a door opening on to 
the road. At the back, the door which gives on to the torture chamber. 
Bare walls. In the middle of the room, a table and three chairs, 

{It is dark. The execution ers are alone, silting on 
the chairs. There is an insistent knock at the street door. It really 
looks as if the executioners can't hear anything. The door opens 
slowly, not without creaking, A woman's head appears. The 
woman inspects the room. She decides to come in and goes up to 
the executioners.] 

FRAN901SE: Good morning, gentlemen.. . . Excuse me.. , , 
Am I disturbing you ? 

[ The EXE c IJ TI o N E R s remain motionless, as if it was nothing 
to do with them^] 

If I’m disturbing you I’ll go away.. . . [Silence. It looks as if 
the woman is trying to pluck up courage. Finally she brings herself to 
speak and the words coine tumbling out^] I came to see you l>e- 
cause I can’t stand it any longer. It’s al:)out my husband. 
[Pathetically] The being in whom I placed all my hopes, the 
man to whom I gave the best years of my life and whom I 
loved as I would never have thought I could love. [Speaking 
more softly, calmer] Yes, yes, yes, he is guilty. 

[Suddenly //«£■ executioners take an interest in what the 
woman is saying. One of them takes out a pencil and notebook.] 
Yes, he’s guilty. He lives at number eight rue du Travail, 
and his name is J ean Lagune, 

[The executioner makes a note of it. As soon as he has 
done so the Y.yiis.c\]TiQN^K^go out by the street door. A car is 
heard driving off, fra n go is e also goes out by the street 
door.] 

VOICE OF FRANgoiSE: Coiue in, children, come in. 

VOICE OF BENOIT: There’s not much light here. 

VOICE OF FRANgoisE: Yes, the room is very dark. It 
frightens me, but we must go in. We’ve got to wait for 
Daddy. 
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[Enter FRANgoisE and her two sons, benoit and 
MAURICE.] 

FRANgoisp:: Sit down, children. Don’t be afraid. 

[All three sit down round the tabled] 

FRANgOISE [she always speaks in a whining voice']’: What sad 
and dramatic moments we are living through! What sins 
are we guilty of, that life should punish us so cruelly? 

benoit: Don’t worry, Mother. Don’t cry. 

FRANgoiSE: No, my son, I’m not crying, I shan’t cry, I shall 
stand up to all the dangers that beset us. How 1 love to see 
you always so solicitous about everything that concerns 
me! But just look at y^)ur brother Maurice - as unnatural 
as ever. 

[MAURICE, vjith a melancholy air, looks apparently deliber¬ 
ately in the opposite direction from his mother.] 

Look 'di him; today, wdxen more than ever T need your sup¬ 
port, he turns against me and overwhelms me with scorn. 
What harm have 1 ever done you, unworthy son ? Speak 
to me, say something. 

benoit: Don’t take any notice of him, Mother, he doesn’t 
know anything about the gratitude one owes to a mother, 

FRANgoisE \to Maurice]’. Can’t you hear your brother? 
Listen to hiTri, If any<>ne said such a thing to me I’d die of 
shame. Bui you aren’t ashamed. Good God ! What a cross! 

benoit: Gently, Mother, don’t let him upset you. He’ll 
never agree with you. 

FRANgoiSE: Yes, rny son, you don’t realize. W^hen it isn’t 
your father, it’s Maurice: nothirig but suffering. And when 
I’ve always been their slave. Just look what a gay life so 
many women of my age lead, enjoying themselves night 
and day going to dances, cafes, cinemas! So many women 1 
You can’t realize it properly you’re still too young. I could 
have done the same, but I preferred to sacrifice myself for 
my husband and for you, silently, humbly, without expect¬ 
ing anything from my sacrifices, and even knowing that 
one day the beings who have been the dearest to me would 
say what your brother says today - that I haven’t done 
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enough. Can you see, my son, how they reward my sacri¬ 
fices? You can sec - by always returning evil for good, 
always. 

BEN o r T: How good you are! How good you are! 

fran(^:oise: But what good docs it do me to know that? It 
comes to the same thing. Everything comes to the same 
thing. 1 don’t feel like doing anything any more, I don’t 
care about anything, nothing is important to me any more. 
I just want to be good and always sacrifice myself for you, 
without expecting anything for my sacrifices, and even 
knowing that one day the beings who have been the dearest 
to me, those who ought to be grateful for all my concern for 
them, deliberately ignore my sacrifices. All my life I’ve 
been a martyr to you, and I shall continue to be a martyr 
until God chooses to recall me to Him. 

BENoiT*. Dearest Mother! 

FR A N^oisE: Yes, my son, I live only for you. How can I have 
any other inter(!sts? Luxury, dresses, parties, the theatre 
- none of these count for me, 1 have but one care: you. 
What does the rest matter ? 

BENOIT [to Maurici^', Maurice, do you hear what Mother 
says ? 

FKANgoisE: Let him be, my child. Do you think I can hope 
that he will be a)>le to recognize iny sacrifices ? No. I expect 
nothing from him. I even know that he probably thinks 
that 1 haven’t done enough. 

BENOIT [to Maurice]’. You’re a good-for-nothing. 

FRANc^oiSE [excited^: Don’t make things worse for me, 
Benoit, don’t pick a quarrel with him. I want us to live in 
peace, in harmony. Whatever happens I don’t want you 
brothers to quarrel. 

BENoir: How good you are, Mother! . . , and good to him 
when he’s so worthless. If it weren’t for the fact that you ask 
me to spare him, 1 don’t know what I’d do to him. [To 
Mauriceaggressively] You can say thank you to Mother, 
Maurice, because you deserve a good thrashing. 

fran^oise: No, my child, no, don’t hit him. I don’t want 
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you to hit him even if he does thoroughly deserve it. I want 
peace and love to rtagn in our midst. That’s the only thing 
I ask of you, Benoit. 

BENOIT: Don’t worry, I’ll do what you ask. 

fran(;oise; 7’hank you, iriy son. You are like bairn for the 
injuries that life has inflicted upon me. You see, God in his 
infinite goodness lias finally grant/Tl jrie a son like you to 
bind up the wounds my poor heart suffers, the grief caused 
me, to my great distress, l)y the beings I have struggled for 
the most: iny husband and Maurice. 

BENoir [amirily ]; From now on, no one shall make you suffer 
any more. 

FRANgoiSE : Don’t be angry, my son, don’t be upset.They’ve 
behaved badly, and tht'y know it. What we must do is for¬ 
give them, and hear them no malice. And anyway, fiven 
lliough your htther lias sirmed, sinned greatly even, you 
must nonetheless re5:p<^'Ct him. 

BENOIT: Resj^ect liii n : kun ? 

FR A N^oisK : Yes, my son. You must disregard all the suffer¬ 
ings he has ca.us(‘d. It is I who should refuse him rny for¬ 
giveness, and you set:, iny son, I forgive fiiin, althoug’n lie 
has made me suffer more than I fia.ve suffered before, iftliat 
is possible, I sliall continue to wait for him with open arms 
and I shall be able to forgdve him his innumerable faults. 
Ever since the day I was l>orn, life has taugfit me how to 
suffer. But 1 carry this cross with dignity, out of love for 
you. 

BENOIT: Mother, you’re so good! 

FRANgoiSE \in an even more humble tone] : I try, Benoit, to be 
good. 

BENoir \interrupting his mother with a gesture of spontaneous 
affection] : Mother, you ai e the best woman in the world. 

FRANCO IS E [humble and ashamed] : No, iny son, I am not the 
best woman in the world, I cannot aspire to such a claim, 

I am too unworthy. And then, I have probably committed 
some sins. In spite of a great deal of good will; but even so, 
what counts is that I have committed some sins. 


144 



THE TWO EXECUTIONERS 

BENOIT [with conviction]: No, Mother; never. 

FRANgoisE: Yes, my child, sometimes. But I can say with 
joy that I have always repented of them ~ always. 

BENOIT: You are a saint. 

FRANCOIS e: Hush! What more beautiful dream could I have 
than saintliness! I can’t be a saint. To be a saint one must 
be a very great p^erson, but T am worth nr)thing. I simply try 
to be good - that is the limit of my pretensions. 

[ The street door opens. Enter the two executioners, carry¬ 
ing Jean., Fran^oise^s husband., who has his feel and wrists tied 
together and is hanging from a big stick, rather after the fashion 
in rvhich captured lions or tigers are carried in Africa. Jean is 
gagged; as he is brought into the room he raises his head and looks 
at his wife, Frangoise, opening his eyes very widely and perhaps 
with some anger, fran^oise looks at her husband attentively, 
avidly even, maurice watches the procession go by with 
violent indignation. The two executioners, without stop¬ 
ping, cross the room and carry Jean from the street door into the 
torture chamber. All three disappear.\ 

MAURICE [to his mother, very indignantly]: What’s going on? 
What’s the latest dirty trick ? 

BENOIT [to Maurice]: Don’t talk to Mother like that. 

FRANCjUDiSE! Let hiiri be, my child, let him insult me. Let 
him reproach me. Let him treat his mother like an enemy. 
Let him be, my child, let him be, God will punish this 
wicked action. 

MAURICE: Oh, that’s too much, [Angrily, to his mother] It was 
you who denounced him. 

BENOIT [ready to throw himself on his brother] : I’ve already told 
you to speak civilly to Mother, D’you understand ? Civilly! 
D’you hear me ? 

FRANgoiSE*. Gently, my son, gently, let him be rude to me. 
You know very well that he’s only happy when he’s making 
me suffer; give him that satisfaction. That’s my job - to 
sacrifice myself for him and for you; to give you everything 
you want. 

BENoiT: I won’t let him shout at you. 
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franqoise: Obey me, my son, obey me. 

BENOIT: I won’t obey you. You’re too good and he takes 
advantage of it. 

[MAURICE looks dejected,'] 

FRANgoisE: My child, do you too want to make me suffer? 
If he is unpleasant to rne, let him be unpleasant, it w^as only 
to be expected, but you, my son, you arc different - at least 
that’s what I’ve always thought. Let him torture me if it 
does his evil heart any good. 

BENOIT: No, never; not when I’m there, at any rate. 

[ The sounds of a whip can be heard ^followed by cries muffled by 
th(\irag. It is Jean. The executioners are, no doubt, flogging him 
in the torture chamber, franqoise and Maurice get up and 
go over to the torture chamber door. The mother listens avidly, her 
eyeswideopen, a grimace on her face {almost a smile?), hysterical. 
The sounds of the whip become louder for a long moment. Jean 
groans loudly. At last the sounds of the whip and the cries 
cease.] 

MAURICE [furiously, and on the verge of tears, to his mother'] : It’s 
your fault that they’re whipping Daddy. It was you who 
denounced him. 

BENOIT: Shut up! [Violently] Don’t take any notice, Mother. 

FRAN9OISE : Let him be, let him be, Benoit. Let him insult 
me. I know very well that if you weren’t there he would hit 
me. But he’s a coward and he’s afraid of you, that’s the only 
thing that stops him, because he is quite capable of lifting 
his hand against his mother, I can read it in his eyes. He’s 
always been trying to. 

[A piercing moan from jean. Silence, franqoise makes a 
grimace which is almost a smile. Silence.] 

Let’s go and see poor little Daddy. Let’s go and see him 
suffering, the poor man. Because there’s no doubt about it, 
they must have hurt him a lot. [Grimacesfrom FRANgoiSE. 
Silence. FRANgoiSE approaches the torture chamber, half-opens 
the door, and, standing by the door, looks into the room. Talking to 
her husband, who is in the room and so canU see her] They must 
have hurt you a lot, Jean. Poor Jean! You must have 
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suffered so much, and they’re going to make you suffer 
even more. My poor Jean! 

[jean, though impeded by the gag, cries out in anger.] 

Don’t get into a state. It’d be better to try to be patient. You 
must realize that you’re only at the beginning of your 
sufferings. You can’t do anything at the moment, you’re 
tied up, and your back’s c(wered with blood. You can’t do 
anything. Just calm down I And anyway, all this is going to 
do you a lot ofgood, it’ll teach you to have some will power 
~ you never did have any. [fk ANgoiSE decides to go into the 
room ; she does so, i.e. she goes off-stage.] 

VOICE OF FRAN9OISE \Speaking as if she were at church, but 
out loud] : It was I who denounced you, Jean. It was I who 
said you were guilty. 

[jean tries to speak, but as he is hindered by his gag he can 
only manage to make noises. FRANgoisE’s abnormal laugh 
can be heard. Maurice is very worked up. FRANgoiSE 
reappears. 

FRANgoisE [to her sons] : The poor man is suffering a lot, he 
hasn’t any patience, he never did have any. 

[Cry from j E A N.] 

MAURICE: Leave Daddy alone. Don’t go on. Can’t you see 
you’re tormenting him? 

FRANgoisE: It’s he who’s tormenting himself; only he, and 
for no reason, [She again addresses her husband through the door.] 
I can see very well that it’s you wlio are tormenting your¬ 
self'. I can see very well that what I say irritates yf>u. [Pause 
~ smile] Who could pay more attention to your sufferings 
than I do ? I shall be at your side every time you suffer. 
You’re guilty, and it’s your duty to accept your punish¬ 
ment with patience. You even ought to thank the execu¬ 
tioners for taking so much troul jle with you. If you were a 
normal, humble, just man, you’d thank the executioners, 
but you’ve always been a rebel. You needn’t think you’re 
at home now, at home where you did everything you 
wanted to; at the moment you’re in the executioners’ 
power. Accept your punishment without rebelling. It’s 

147 



THE TWO EXECUTIONERS 

your purification. Repent your sins, and promise that 
you won’t fall back into error. And don’t torment your¬ 
self with the thought that I am rejoicing to see you 
punished. 

\Loud groan from j K an.] 

MAM rick: Can’t you hear him groaning? Can’t you see 
you’re making him suffer ? Leave him in peace! 

BENOIT: I’ve already told you not to talk to Mother like 
that. 

FRANgoiSE: Let him talk to me as he wishes, my son. I’m 
used to it. It’s my lot: to worry about them, about him and 
about Daddy, though they don’t deserve it, and though no 
one thanks me f()r it. 

[Groans from j e a n.] 

MAURICE: Daddy! Daddy! [On the verge of tears] Daddy! 

fran(j:oise: He’s still groaning. That’s a sign that he’s suf¬ 
fering from the wounds caused by the whip and the ropes 
fastening his hands and feet. [She opens the drawer in the table 
and searches about inside it. Then she puts on the table a bottle of 
vinegar and a salt cellar which she hasfound in it.] These are just 
what I need. I’ll put vinegar and salt on his wounds to 
disinfect them. A bit of vinegar and salt on his wounds will 
do wonders! ( With hysterical enthusiasm] A bit of salt and 
vinegar. Only just a tiny bit on each wound, that’s all he 
needs. 

MAURICE [angrily]: Don’t do that. 

FRAN901SE: Is that the way you love your father? You, his 
favourite son, is that how you treat him? You, you of all 
people, wicked son! You who know very well that the 
executioners will flog him until death results, are you going 
to abandon him now and not even let me bandage his 
wounds? [FRANgoiSE goes towards the torture chamber with 
the vinegar and salt in her hand.] 

MAURICE: Don’t put salt on him! If they’re going to kill him 
anyway, at least leave him in peace, don’t make the agony 
w(irse. 

FRAN901SE; You’re very young, my son, you don’t know 
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anything about life, you haven’t any experience. What 
would have become of you without me ? Life has always 
been very easy for you. You’re used to your mother giving 
you everything you want. You must remember what I say. 
I speak as a mother, and a mother lives only for her child¬ 
ren. R(!spect your mother, respect her, if only for the white 
hairs which adorn her brow. Think that your mother does 
everything for you out of aflection. When, my son, have 
you ever seen your mother do anything for herself? I have 
thought only of you. First my children, and then my hus¬ 
band. I don’t count, not for anybody, and even less for 
myself. Tliat is why, my son, now that I am going to take 
care of your father’s wounds, you mustn’t stand in my way. 
Others would kiss the ground I tread on. 1 don’t ask so much 
from you, 1 merely hope that you may find it in you to 
thank rnc fr^r my efforts. [Pause. F r a n g o i s E goes towards the 
torture chamber with the salt and vinegar.'] I’ll go and put a little 
salt and vinegar on poor little Daddy’s wounds. 

[.MAURICE seizes his mothers arm brutally and prevents her 
from going into the ronm.l 
BEN o i T: Don’t hold Mother’s arm! 

FRANgoisE: Let him hit me. It’s what he’s always wanted. 
Lof)k at the marks of his fingers on rny poor arm. That’s 
what he’s always wanted to do - hit me. 

BENOIT [very angry] : How dare you hit Mother? 

[be NO IT tries to hit his brother. FRANgoiSE throws herself 
between her sons to stop them fighting.] 

FRANgoiSE: No, my son, not in my presence. The family is 
sacred. I don’t want my sons to fight. 

[benoit controls himself with difficulty.] 

He can flay me alive if he wants to, but please^ my child, 
don’t hit him in my presence. I don’t want any quarrels 
between brothers in my presence. He has hit me; but I 
forgive him. 

[Loud cry from her husband.] 

He is suffering - they are making him suffer .... He’s 
suffering a great deal. I must put some vinegar on him as 
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quickly as possible. At once, [fran^oise goes into the tor¬ 
ture chamber,'] 

VOICE OF fran^oise: Just a little salt and vinegar will do 
you a lot of good. Don’t move, I haven’t got much. There, 
there we are. 

[Groan from jean.] 

That’s it, there, there, now a bit of salt. 

[Angry cry from Jean.] 

M a u RI c E 1 shouts] : Daddy 1 [and weeps.] 
voice of fran(^:oise: That’s it, just a tiny hit more, there, 
a tiny bit more, don’t move. fFRANgoiSE speaks in gasps,] 
Don’t move. There, Just a bit more. 

I Groan from jean.] 

That’s it, just a Ijit more; there, there it’ll do you good, 

[Cry /rom JEAN,] 

Just to finish it up, there. 

[Cry from jean.] 

VOICE OF FR ANgoisE: That’s all I’ve got! 

[Long silence. Cry from jean. Silenced] 

Well now, how arc your sore places ? I’ll touch them to see 
how they are. 

[Loud cry from j fan. m au rice, when his brother isn't look- 
ing^ goes into the room.] 

VOICE of Maurice: What are you doing? You’re scratch¬ 
ing his w'ounds 1 

[MAURICE pushes his mother out of the room, b e n o i t throws 
himself on to his brother., about to hit him. The mother comes 
between them and separates the brothers’] 

FRANgoisE*. No, my son, no. [To Benoit.] You’re hurting 
me^ not him! No, don’t hit your brother. 1 don’t want you 
to hit him. 

[benoit calms down.] 

B E n o i T : 1 won’t tolerate him hurting you. 
fran^oise: Yes, let him hurt me. Let liim if he cnj’oys it. 
That’s what he wants. Let him. He wants me to cry when 
he hits me. My son, that’s how your brother’s made. What 
a martyr I What a cross! Why, O God, have I deserved to 
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have a son who doesn’t love me and who is only waiting for 
me to have a moment of weakness to beat and torment me! 
B E N o i T [furious] : Maurice I 

FRAN g OISE: Gently, rny son, gently. [Dejected^ What a cross! 
What a cross, O God! Why do you punish me thus, Lord ? 
What have I done to provoke such a punishment ? Don’t 
fight, my children, for the sake of your poor mother who 
never ceases to suffer, for the sake of her white hairs. [ To 
Benoit] And if he won’t take pity on my sufferings, you at 
least, Benoit, must have pity on me and not make me suffer. 
Or can it be that you don’t love me either ? 

[benoit, moved^ tries to say something. His mother doesrCt let 
him speaks and continues.] 

Yes, that’s it, you don’t love me either. 

B E N o i T [on verge of tears] : Y es Mother, / do - 7 love you. 

FRANgoisE: Well then, why do you add extra thorns to the 
crown of sorrows I bear? 

BENoiT: Mother! 

FRANgoisE: Don’t you see my sorrow? Don’t you see the 
boundless sorrow of a mother? 

BENOIT f nearly crying] : Yes. 

FRANgoisE: Thank you, my son, you are the support of my 
old age. You are the unique consolation that God has given 
me in this life, 

[The executioners can again be heard whipping Jean, The 
husband sobs. All three^ FRANgoisE and her sons, listen in 
silence,] 

FRANgoisE: They’re beating him again.. . . And they must 
be hurting him a lot. ... [Frangoise speaks in gasps,] He’s 
crying! He’s crying. . .. He’s groaning, isn’t he ? [Ab one 
answers,] ... Yes, yes, he’s groaning, he’s groaning, I can 
hear him perfectly. . . . 

[Sounds of the whip, and groans, jean suddenly gives a more 
piercing cry. The executioners continue their blows, 
JEAN doesnH groan any more, fr ANg oise^o^^ to the door and 
looks into the room.] 

They’ve killed him! They’ve killed him! 
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[Absolute silence, maurige sits down, puts his head on the 
table. He is crying, perhaps. Silence. Long pause. Enter the two 
EXECUTIONERS with Jean, tied up as before. Jean is dead. 
His head hangs down inertly.^ 

FRAN 9OISE [to the executioners]: Let me see him. Let me see 
him properly. 

[7^he EXECUTIONERS, without paying any attention to 
Frangoise, cross the room and go out by the street door. FRAN- 
901 s E and B E N o i i’ sit down on either side of Maurice. They 
look at him. Silence.] 

MAURICE [to Frangoise^ : They killed Daddy because of you. 

FRANgoisE: How dare you say that to your mother? To 
your mother who has always taken so much trouble with 
you. 

MAURICE [interrupting her] : Don’t give me all that stuff. What 
I’m accusing you ofis of denouncing Daddy. 

[benoIt w too depressed to intervene.] 

FRAN901SE: Yes, my son, as you wish. If it gives you any 
pleasure I’ll say it was my fault. Is that w^hat you want ? 

MAURICE: Oh, stop harping on that. [Pause. Long silence.] 
Why did you treat Daddy like that, Daddy who never gave 
you anything to complain of? 

FRAN90 ISe: That’s it. That’s what I’ve been waiting for, all 
my life. When your father compromised the future of his 
children and his wife because of his. . . . 

MAURICE [interrupting her] : What’s all that stuff about com¬ 
promising the future? What’s your latest invention? 

FRAN901SE: Ah, my son! What misery! What a cross! 
[Pause.] Of course he compromised his children’s future by 
his failings. He knew very well that if he continued in his 
guilty ways he would sooner or later finish up the way he 
has. He knew it only too well, but he didn’t change, he 
continued, whatever happened, on liis guilty way. How 
many limes did I tell him so! How many times did I tell 
him: you’re going to leave me a widow and your sons 
orphans. But what did he do? He ignored my advice and 
persisted in the error of his ways, 
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MAURICE: You’re the only one who says he was guilty. 

FR ANC^oiSE : Ah yes, naturally, you’re not content now with 
having insulted me all night long, but you’re going to call 
me a liar as well and swear that I make people perj ure them¬ 
selves. That’s the way you treat a mother who, ever since 
you were born, has given you all her care and attention. 
While your father was compromising your future with his 
misbehaviour, I was thinking of your happiness and I had 
only one aim - to make you happy, to give you all the hap¬ 
piness that I had never known. Because for me, the only 
thing that counts is that your brother and you should be all 
right, everything else was of no importance. Tm a poor, 
ignorant, uneducated woman, who wants nothing but the 
good of her cfiildren, whatever the cost. 

BENOIT [conciliatingly^: Maurice, there isn’t any point in 
making a fuss now; Daddy’s dead, we can’t do anything 
about it now. 

FRANy oi.se: Benoit’s right. 

[Long silence,'] 

MAURICE: Wc could have prevented Daddy’s death. 
fran(;oise: How? Was it my fault? No. He was the one 
who was guilty - he, your father. What could 1 do ? What 
could I do to stop him being like that ? He’d got stubborn. 
Tin only a poor, ignorant, uneducated woman, I’ve spent 
my whole life doing nothing but worrying about other 
people, forgetting myself. When have you seen me buy a 
pretty dress or go to the cinema or to first nights, which I 
used to like so much ? No, I didn’t do any of those things, in 
spite of all the pleasure I’d have got out of them, and that 
was only because I preferred to devote myself entirely to 
you. I only ask one thing - that you shouldn’t be ungrate¬ 
ful, and that you should be capable of appreciating the 
sacrifice of a mother like the one you were lucky enough to 
have. 

BENoix: Yes, Mother, / appreciate all you’ve done for us. 

FRANgoisE*. Yes, I knowjoM do, but your brother doesn’t. 
It doesn’t seem anything to your brother, it isn’t enough for 
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him. How happy we could be if only we were all united, if 
only we all agreed! 

BENOIT: Maurice, yes, we ought to understand one another 
and all three live in peace. Mother is very good, I know she 
loves you very much and that she’ll give you everything 
you need. Even if it’s only out of selfishness, come back to 
us. We’ll all three live happily and joyfully together and 
love one another. 

MAURICE: But. . . [Pause.l Daddy.. . 

[Silence.'] 

BENOIT: That’s already past history. Don’t look backwards. 
What matters is the future. It would be too stupid to hang 
on to the past. You’ll have every tiling you want with 
mother. Everything that’s hers will be yours. Isn’t that so. 
Mother ? 

FR A N g o I s E: Yes, my son, everything that is mine will be his; 
I forgive him. 

B E N o IT: You see how good she is; she even forgives you. 

FRAN901SE: Yes, I forgive you, and I shall forget all your 
insults. 

BENo!t: She’ll forget everything! [Gaily] That’s the impor¬ 
tant thing. And so we’ll all three live together without ill- 
feeling; Mother, you, and me. What could be more 
wonderful ? 

MAURICE [half convinced] : Yes, but. . . 

BENOIT [interrupting him] : No, you mustn’t be vindictive. Be 
like Mother. She has reason to be angry with you, but she’s 
promised to forget everything. We shall be happy if you’ll 
be nice. 

[MAURICE,^// of emotion^ lowers his head. Long silence. 

B E N o i T puts his arm round his brother.] 

Kiss Mother. 

[Silence,] 

Kiss her and let bygones be bygones. 

[MAURICE goes up to his mother and kisses her.] 

FRANgoisE: My son! 

BE NO It [to Maurice]: Ask Mother to forgive you, 
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MAURICE [nearly crying]: Forgive inc, Mother. 

[MAURICE and fran^oise embrace, joins them 

and all three stay enfolded in each others^ arms while the curtain 
falls.] 

curtain 
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THE ZOO STORY 


First perfornricd on 28 September 1959, at the Schiller 
Theatre Werkstatt, Berlin 

CHARACTERS 

peter; a man in his early forties, neither fat nor 
gaunt, neither handsome nor homely. He wears 
tweeds, smokes a pipe, carries horn-rirnmed 
glasses. Although he is moving into middle age, 
his dress and his manner would suggest a man 
younger. 

jerry; a man in his late thirties, not poorly 
dressed, but carelessly. What was once a trim and 
lightly muscled body has begun to go to fat; and 
while he is no longer handsome, it is evident that 
he once was. Hi* fall from physical grace should 
not suggest debauchery; he has, to come closest to 
it, a great weariness. 



It is Central Park; a Sunday afternoon in summer; the present. There 
are two park benches^ one towards either side of the sta^e ; they both face 
the audience. Behind them: foliage, trees, sky. At the beginning, 
PETEK is seated on one of the benches. 

fylj the curtain rises, p e t e r is seated on the bench stage-right. 
He is reading a hook. He stops reading, cleans his glasses, goes 
back to reading, jerry enters.] 

jerry: I’ve been to the zoo. [peter doesn't notice.] I said, 
I’ve been to the zoo. mister, i’ve been to the 
z o o ! 

peter: Hm? . . . What? . . . I’m sorry, were you talking to 
me? 

jerry: I went to the zoo, and then I walked until I came 
here. Have I been w'alking north ? 
peter [puzzled]: North ? Why ... I ... I think so. Let me 
see. 

jerry [pointing past the audience^ : Is that Fifth Avenue ? 
peter; Wliy yes; yes, it is, 

jerry: And what is that cross street there; that one, to the 
right ? 

peter: That? Oh, that’s Seventy-fourth Street, 
jerry: And the zoo is around Sixty-fifth Street; so, I’ve been 
walking north. 

PETER [anxious to get back to his reading] : Yes : it would seem so. 
jerry: Good old north, 

PETER [lightly, by reflex]: Ha, ha. 
jerry [after a slight pause] : But not due north. 
peter: I . . . well, no, not due north; but, we . . . call it 
north. It’s northf:rly. 

JERRY [watches as peter, anxious to dismiss him, prepares his 
pipe]: Well, hoy', you're not going to get lung cancer, are 
you? 

PETER [looks up, a little annoyed, then smiles]: No, sir. Not from 
this. 
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jerry: No, sir. What you’ll probably get is cancer of the 
mouth, and then y(»u’ll have to wear one of those things 
Freud wore al ter they took one whole side of his jaw away. 
What do they call those things ? 

PETER {uncomfortable^'. A prosthesis? 

jerry: The very thing! A prosthesis. You’re an educated 
man, aren’t you ? Are you a doctor ? 
peter: Oh, no; no, I read about it somewhere: Time 
magazine, I think, [He turns to his book.^ 
jerry: Well, Time magazine isn’t for blockheads. 
peter: No, I suppose not. 

jerry [after a paused : Boy, I’m glad that’s Fifth Avenue there. 
PETER [vaguely]: Yes, 

jerry: 1 don’t like the west side of the park much. 
peter: Oh? [theUy slightly wary, but interested] Why? 

JERRY [ojf’hand]: I don’t know, 
p eTE R : Oh, [He returns to his book^ 

JERRY [stands for a few seconds^ looking at peter, who finally 
looks up again, puzzled] : Do you mind if we talk ? 

PETER [obviously minding] : Why. .. no, no. 
jerry: Yes you do; you do. 

PETER [puis his book down^ his pipe out and away, smiling] : No, 
really; I don’t mind. 
jerry: Yes you do, 

PETER [finally decided] : No; I don’t mind at all, really. 
jerry: It’s . , it’s a nice day. 

PETER [stares unnecessarily at the sky] : Yes. Yes, it is; lovely. 
jerry: I’ve beeii to the zoo, 
peter: Yes, I think you said so . . .didn’t you? 
jerry: You’ll read about it in the papers tomorrow, if you 
don’t sec it on your tv tonight. You have tv, haven’t you? 
peter: Why yes, we have two; one for the children. 
jerry: You’re married! 

PETER [withpleased emphasis]: Why, certainly, 
jerry: It isn’t a law, for God’s sake. 
peter: No . . . no, of course not, 
jerry: And you have a wife. 
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PETER {bewildered by the seeming lack of communicatiori\ : Yes! 
jerry; And you have children. 
peter: Yes; two. 
jerry: Boys? 

peter: No, girls . . . both girls. 
jerry: But you wanted boys. 

PETEK: Well . . . naturally, every man wants a son, but. . . 
jerry [lightly mocking']’. But that’s the way the cookie 
crumbles ? 

PETER [annoyed] : I wasn’t going to say that. 
jerry: And you’re not going to have any more kids, are 
you? 

PETER [a bit distantly] : No. No more. [Then back, and irksome] 
Why did you say that ? How would you know about that ? 
jerry: The way you cross your legs, perhaps; something 
in the voice. Or maybe I’m just guessing. Is it yoiu* 
wife ? 

PETER [furious] : That’s none of your business 1 [A silence,] Do 
you understand ? 

[jerry nods, peter is quiet now.] 

Well, you’re right. We’ll have no more children. 
jerry [softly] : Thai is the w'ay the cookie crumbles. 

PETER [forgiving] : Yes ... I guess so. 
jerry: Well, now; what else? 

peter: What were you saying about the zoo... that I’d read 
about it, or see . . . ? 

jerk Y: I’ll tell you about it, soon. Do you mind if I ask you 
questions ? 

peter; Oh, not really. 

jerry: I’ll tell you why I do it; I don’t talk to many people- 
except to say like: give me a beer, or where’s the John, or 
what time does the feature go on, or keep your hands to 
yourself, buddy. You know - things like that. 
PETER:ImustsayIdon’t. .. 

jerry : But every once in a while I like to talk to somebody, 
really talk ; like to get to know somebody, know all about 
him. 
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PETER [lightly laughings still a little uncomfortable'] : And am I 
the guinea pig for today ? 

jerry: On a sun-drenched Sunday afternoon like this: Who 
better than a nice married man with two daughters and... 
uh. . . a dog ? 

[peter shakes his head,] 

No ? Two dogs. 

[peter shakes his head again,] 

Hm. No dogs ? 

[peter shakes his head^ sadly,] 

Oh, that’s a shame. But you look like an animal man. 

CATS? 

[peter nods his head^ ruefully.] 

Cats! But, that can’t be your idea. No, sir. Your wife and 
daughters ? 

[peter nods his head.] 

Is there anything else I should know? 

peter [has to clear his throat] : There are , , . there are two 
parakeets. One . . . uh , . . one for each of my daughters. 

jerry: Birds. 

peter : My daughters keep them in a cage in their bedroom. 

JERP.Y: Do they carry disease? The birds. 

peter: I don’t believe so. 

jerry: That’s too bad. If they did you could set them loose 
in the house and the cats could eat them and die, maybe. 

[peter looks blank for a moment^ then laughs.] 

And what else ? What do you do to support your enormous 
household ? 

peter : I. . . uh . . .1 have an executive position with a... a 
small publishing house. We ... uh ... we publish text¬ 
books. 

jerry: That sounds nice; very nice. What do you make ? 

peter [still cheerful] : Now look here! 

jerry: Oh, come on. 

peter: Well, I make around eighteen thousand a year, but I 
don’t carry more than forty dollars at any one time ... in 
case you’re a ... a holdup man ... ha, ha, ha. 
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JERRY {ignoring the above] ; Where do you live? 

[peter is reluctant,] 

Oh, look; Fm not going to rob you, and Fm not going to 
kidnap your parakeets, your cats, or your daughters. 
PETER [too loud]: I live between Lexington and Third 
Avenue, on Seventy-fourth Street. 
jerry: That wasn’t so hard, was it? 

peter: I didn’t mean to seem . . . ah . . . it’s that you don’t 
really carry on a conversation; you just ask questions. And 
I’m . . . Fm normally... uh... reticent. Why do you just 
stand there? 

JE r R Y: I’ll start walking around in a little while, and eventu¬ 
ally I’ll sit down. [Recalling] Wait until you see the expres¬ 
sion on his face. 

peter: What? Whose face? Look here; is this something 
about the zoo? 

JERRY [distantly]: The what? 

peter : The zoo; the zoo. Something about the zoo, 

jerry: The zoo? 

peter: You’ve mentioned it several times. 

JERRY [still distant^ but returning abruptly] : The zoo? Oh, yes; 
the zoo. I was there before I came here, I told you that. 
Say, w'hal’s the dividing line between upper-middle- 
rniddle-class and lower-upper-middle-class ? 
peter: My dear fellow, I ... 
jerry: Don’t my dear fellow me. 

peter [unhappily] : Was I patronizing? I believe I was; I’m 
sorry. But, you see, your question about the classes be¬ 
wildered me. 

jerry : And when you’re bewildered you become patroniz¬ 
ing? 

peter: I... I don’t express myself too well, sometimes. [He 
attempts a joke on himself.] Fm in publishing, not writing. 
JERRY [amused^ but not at the humour] : So be it. The truth is: I 
was being patronizing. 
peter: Oh, now; you needn’t say that. 

[// is at this point that jerry may begin to move about the stage 
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with slowly increasing determination and authority^ but pacing 
himself^ so that the long speech about the dog comes at the high 
point of the arc.] 

jerry: All right. Who are your favourite writers? Baude¬ 
laire and J. P. Marquand ? 

PETER [wary] : Well, I like a great many writers; I have a 
considerable . . . catholicity of taste, if I may say so. Those 
two men are fine, each in his way. f Warming up] Baudelaire, 
of course ... uh ... is by far the finer of the two, but 
Marquand has a place... in our. . . uh. . . national. .. 

jerry: Skip it. 

peter: I . . . sorry. 

jerry: Do you know what I did before I went to the zoo 
today? I walked all the way up Fifth Avenue from 
Washington Square; all the way. 

peter: Oh; you live in the Village! [ 7 his seems to enlighten 
Peter.] 

jerry : No, I don’t. I took the subway down to the Village so 
I could walk all the way up Fifth Avenue to the zoo. It’s 
one of those things a person has to do; sometimes a person 
has to go a very long distance out of his way to come back a 
short distance correctly. 

peter [almost pouting]: Oh, I thought you lived in the 
Village. 

jerry: What were you trying to do? Make sense out of 
things? Bring order? The old pigeonhole bit? Well, that’s 
easy; I’ll tell you. I live in a four-storey brownstone room¬ 
ing-house on the upper West Side between Columbus 
Avenue and Central Park West. I live on the top floor; rear; 
west. It’s a laughably small room, and one of my walls is 
made of beaverboard; this beaverboard separates my 
room from another laughably small room, so I assume that 
the two rooms were once one room, a small room, but not 
necessarily laughable. The room beyond my beaverboard 
wall is occupied by a coloured queen who always keeps his 
door open; well, not always but always when he’s plucking 
his eyebrows, which he does with Buddhist concentration. 
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This coloured queen has rotten teeth, which is rare, and he 
has a Japanese kimono, which is also pretty rare; and he 
wears this kimono to and from the John in the hall, which is 
pretty frequent. I mean, he goes to the John a lot. He never 
bothers me, and never brings anyone up to his room. All 
he docs is pluck his eyebrows, wear his kimono and go to 
the John. Now, the two front rooms on my floor are a little 
larger, I guess; hut they’re pretty small, too. There’s a 
Puerto Rican family in one of them, a husband, a wife, and 
some kids; I don’t know how many. These people entertain 
a lot. And in the other front room, there’s somebody living 
there, but I don’t know who it is. I’ve never seen who it is. 
Never. Never ever. 

PETER [embarrassed] : Why . . . why do you live there ? 

JERRY [from a distance agairi] : I don’t know, 

p E T E R: 11 doesn’t sound a very nice place. . . where you live. 

jerry: Well, no; it isn’t an apartment in the East Seventies. 
But, then again, I don’t have one wife, two daughters, two 
cats and two parakeets. What I do have, I have toilet 
articles, a few clothes, a hot plate that I’m not supposed to 
have, a can opener, one that works with a key, you know: 
a knife, two forks, and two spoons, one small, one large; 
three plates, a cup, a saucer, a drinking glass, two picture 
frames, both empty, eight or nine books, a pack of porno¬ 
graphic playing-cards, regular deck, an old Western 
Union typewriter that prints nothing but capital letters, 
and a small strong-box without a lock which has in it. . . 
what ? Rocks! Some rocks . . . sea-rounded rocks I picked 
up on the beach when I was a kid. Under which . . . 
weighed down .. , are some letters . , . please letters . .. 
please why don’t you do this, and please when will you do 
that letters. And when letters, too. When will you write ? 
When will you come ? When ? These letters are from more 
recent years. 

peter [stares glumly at his shoes^ then - ]: About those two 
empty picture frames . . . ? 

JERR Y: I don’t see why they need any explanation at all. Isn’t 
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it clear? I don’t have pictures of anyone to put in them. 

peter: Your parents . . . perhaps ... a girl-friend . . . 

jerry: You’re a very sweet man, and you’re possessed of a 
truly enviable innocence. But good old Mom and good old 
Pop are dead . . . you know? . . . I’m broken up about it, 
too ... I mean really, but. That particular vaudeville act 
is playing the cloud circuit now, so I don’t see how I can 
look at them, all neat and framed. Besides, or, rather, to be 
pointed about it, good old Mom walked out on good old 
Pop when I was ten and a half years old; she embarked on 
an adulteroas turn of our southern states . . . a j’ourney of a 
year’s duration . . . and her most constant companion . . . 
among others, among many others . . . was a Mr Barley¬ 
corn. At least, that’s what good old Pop told me after he 
went down . . . came back . . . brought her body north. 
We’d received the news between Christmas and New 
Year’s, you see, that good old Mom had parted with the 
ghost in some dump in Alabama. And, without the ghost 
. . . she was less welcome. I mean, what was she ? A stiff, . . 
a northern stiff. At any rate, good old Pop celebrated the 
New Year for an even two weeks and then slapped into the 
front of a somewhat moving city omnibus, which sort of 
cleaned things out family-wise. Well no; then there was 
Mom’s sister, who was given neither to sin nor the consola¬ 
tions of the bottle, I moved in on her, and my memory of 
her is slight excepting I remember still that she did ail things 
dourly: sleeping, eating, working, praying. She dropped 
dead on the stairs to her apartment, my apartment then, 
too, on the afternoon of iny high school graduation. A 
terribly middle-European joke, if you ask me. 

peter: Oh, my; oh, my. 

jerry: Oh, your what ? But that was a long time ago, and I 
have no feeling about any of it that I care to admit to my¬ 
self. Perhaps you can see, though, why good old Mom and 
good old Pop are frameless. What’s your name? Your first 
name? 

peter: I’m Peter. 
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jerry: rdforgotten to ask you. I’m Jerry. 

PETER [with a slight nervous laugh] : Hello, Jerry. 

JERRY [nods his hello ']: And let’s see now; what’s the point of 
having a girl’s picture, especially in two frames? I have 
two picture frames, you remember. I never see the pretty 
little ladies more than once, and most of them wouldn’t be 
caught in the same room with a camera. It’s odd, and I 
wonder if it’s sad. 

peter: The girls ? 

jerry: No. I wonder if it’s sad that I never see the little ladies 
more than once. I’ve never been able to have sex with, or, 
how is it put ? . . . make love to anybody more than once. 
Once; that’s it. . . Oh, wait; for a week and a half, when I 
was fifteen . . . and I hang my head in shame that puberty 
was late ... I was a h-o-m-o-s-e-x-u-a-1. I mean, I was 
queer . . . [Veryfast] . . . queer, queer, queer . . . with bells 
ringing, banners snapping in the wind. And for those eleven 
days, I met at least twice a day with the park superinten¬ 
dent’s son... a Greek boy, whose birthday was the same as 
mine, except he was a year older. I think I was very much 
in love . . . maybe just with sex. But that was the jazz of a 
very special hottil, wasn’t it? And now; oh, do I love the 
little ladies; really, I love them. For about an hour, 

peter: Well, it seems perfectly simple to me. . . 

jerry [angry] : Look! Are you going to tell me to get married 
and have parakeets? 

peter [angry himself] : Forget the parakeets! And stay single 
if you want to. It’s no business of mine. I didn’t start this 
conversation in the . . . 

jerry: All right, all right. I’m sorry. All right? You’re not 
angry ? 

PETER [laughing] : No, I’m not angry. 

JE RRY [relieved ]: Good. [Now back to his previous tone] Interest¬ 
ing that you asked me about the picture frames. I would 
have thought that you would have asked me about the 
pornographic playing-cards. 

PETER [with a knowing smile ]: Oh, I’ve seen those cards. 
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jerry; That’s not the point. [Laughs] I suppose when you 
were a kid you and your pals passed them around, or you 
had a pack of your own. 
peter: Well, I guess a lot of us did. 
jerry: And you threw them away j’ust before you got 
married. 

peter; Oh, now; look here. I didn’t need anything like that 
when I got older. 
jerry: No? 

peter [embarrassed ]: I’d rather not talk about these things. 
jerry: So? Don’t. Besides, I wasn’t trying to plumb your 
post-adolescent sexual life and hard times; what I wanted 
to get at is the value difference between pornographic 
playing-cards when you’re a kid, and pornographic play¬ 
ing-cards when you’re older. It’s that when you’re a kid 
you use the c^rds as a substitute for a real experience, and 
when you’re older you use real experience as a substitute 
for the fantasy. But I imagine you’d rather hear about 
what happened at the zoo. 

PETER [enthusiastic]: Oh, yes; the zoo. [Then awkward] That 
is ... if you . . . 

jerry; Let me tell you about why I went. . . well, let me tell 
you some things. I’ve told you about the fourth floor of the 
rooming-house where I live. I think the rooms arc better as 
you go down, floor by floor. I guess they are; I don’t know. 
I don’t know any of the people on the third and second 
floors. Oh, wait! I do know that there’s a lady living on the 
third floor, in the front. I know because she cries all the 
time. Whenever I go out or come back in, whenever I pass 
her door, I always hear her crying, muffled, but. . . very 
determined. Very determined indeed. But the one I’m 
getting to, and all about the dog, is the landlady. I don’t 
like to use words that are too harsh in describing people. I 
don’t like to. But the landlady is a fat, ugly, mean, stupid, 
unwashed, misanthropic, cheap, drunken bag of garbage. 
And you may have noticed that I very seldom use pro¬ 
fanity, so I can’t describe her as well as I might. 
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peter; You describe her . . , vividly. 

jerry: Well, thanks. Anyway, she has a dog, and I will tell 
you about the dog, and she and her dog are the gate¬ 
keepers of my dwelling. The woman is bad enough; she 
leans around in the entrance hall, spying to see that I don’t 
bring in things or people, and when she’s had her mid- 
afternoon pint of lemon-flavoured gin she always stops me 
in the hall, and grabs ahold of my coat or my arm, and she 
presses her disgusting body up against me to keep me in a 
corner so she can talk to me. The smell of her body and her 
breath . . . you can’t imagine it. . . and somewhere, some¬ 
where in the back of that pea-sized brain of hers, an organ 
developed just enough to let her eat, drink and emit, she 
has some foul parody of sexual desire. And I, Peter, I am 
the object of her sweaty lust. 
peter: That’s disgusting. That’s . . . horrible. 
jerry: But 1 have found a way to keep her off. When she 
talks to me, wfien she presses herself to my body and mum¬ 
bles about her room and how I should come there, I merely 
say: but, Love; wasn’t yesterday enough for you, and the 
day before ? Then she puzzles, she makes slits of her tiny 
eyes, she sways a little, and then, Peter , . . and it is at this 
moment that I think I might be doing some good in that 
tormented house ... a simple-minded smile begins to form 
on her unthinkable face, and she giggles and groans as she 
thinks about yesterday and the day before; as she believes 
and relives what never happened. Then, she motions to 
that black monster of a dog she has, and she goes back to 
her room. And I am safe until our next meeting. 
peter: It’s so . . . unthinkable. I find it hard to believe that 
people such as that really are, 
jerry [lightly mocking] : It’s for reading about, isn’t it ? 
peter [seriously] : Yes. 

jerry: And fact is better left to fiction. You’re right, Peter. 
Well, what I have been meaning to tell you about is the 
dog; I shall, now. 

peter [nervoiLsly] : Oh, yes; the dog. 
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jerry: Don’t go. You’re not thinking of going, are you? 

peter: Well. . . no, I don’t think so. 

JERR Y [aj i/'/o child ]: Because after I tell you about the dog, 
do you know what then ? Then . . . then I’ll tell you about 
what happened at the zoo. 

PETER {laughing faintly]: You’re ... you’re full of stories, 
aren’t you? 

j E R RY: You don’t have to listen. Nobody is holding you here; 
remember that. Keep that in your mind. 

PETER [irritably] : I know that. 

jerry: You do? Good. 

[ The following long speech^ it seems to me^ should be done with a 
great deal of action^ to achieve a hypnotic effect on Peter^ and on 
the audience too. Some specific actions have been suggested^ but 
the director and the actor playing Jerry might best work it outfor 
themselves,] 

ALL right. [As if reading from a huge bill-board] the 
STORY OF JERRY AND THE DOG ! [Naturalagain] What I 
am going to tell you has something to do with how some¬ 
times it’s necessary to go a long distance out of the way in 
order to come back a short distance correctly; or, maybe I 
only think that it has something to do with that. But, it’s 
why I went to the zoo today, and why I walked north . . . 
northerly, rather, . . until I came here. All right. The dog, 
I think I told you, is a black monster of a beast: an over¬ 
sized head, tiny, tiny ears, and eyes. . . bloodshot, infected, 
maybe; and a body you can see the ribs through the skin. 
The dog is black, all black; all black except for the blood¬ 
shot eyes, and . . . yes . .. and an open sore on its . . . right 
forepaw; that is red, too. And, oh yes; the poor monster, 
and I do believe it’s an old dog... it’s certainly a misused 
one . . . almost always has an erection ... of sorts. That’s 
red, too. And .. . what else ? .. , oh, yes; there’s a grey- 
yellow-white colour, too, when he bares his fangs. Like 
this: Grrrrrrr! Which is what he did when he saw me for 
the first time . . . the day I moved in. I worried about that 
animal the very first minute I met him. Now, animals don’t 
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take to me like Saint Francis had birds hanging off him all 
the time. What I mean is: animals are indifferent to me . . . 
like people [He smiles slightly] . . . most of the time. But this 
dog wasn’t indifferent. From the very beginning he’d snarl 
and then go for me, to get one of my legs. Not like he was 
rabid, you know; he was sort of a stumbly dog, but he wasn’t 
half-assed, either. It was a good, stumbly run; but I always 
got away. He got a piece of my trouser leg, look, you can 
see right here, where it’s mended; he got that the second 
day I lived there; but, I kicked free and got upstairs fast, so 
that was that. [Puzzles] I still don’t know to this day how 
the other roomers manage it, but you know what I think ; I 
think it had to do only with me. Cosy. So. Anyway, this 
went on for over a week, whenever I came in; but never 
when I went out. That’s funny. Or, it was funny. I could 
pack up and live in the street for all the dog cared. Well, I 
thought about it up in my room one day, one of the times 
after I’d bolted upstairs, and I made up my mind. I 
decided: First, I’ll kill the dog with kindness, and if that 
doesn’t work . . . I’ll just kill him. 

[peter winces.] 

Don’t react, Peter; just listen. So, the next day I went out 
and bought a bag of hamburgers, medium rare, no catsup, 
no onion; and on the way home I threw away all the rolls 
and kept just the meat. 

[Action for the followings perhaps.] 

When I got back to the rooming-house the dog was waiting 
for me. I half opened the door that led into the entrance 
hall, and there he was; waiting for me. It figures. I went 
in, very cautiously, and I had the hamburgers, you re¬ 
member ; I opened the bag, and I set the meat down about 
twelve feet from where the dog was snarling at me. Like so 1 
He snarled; stopped snarling; sniffed; moved slowly; then 
faster; then faster towards the meat. Well, when he got to 
it he stopped, and he looked at me. I smiled; but tenta¬ 
tively, you understand. He turned his face back to the 
hamburgers, smelled, sniffed some more, and then . . . 
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RRRAAAAGGGGGHHHH, like that... he tore into them. 
It was as if he had never eaten anything in his life before, 
except like garbage. Which might very' well have been the 
truth. I don’t think the landlady ever eats anything but 
garbage. But. He ate all the hamburgers, almost all at 
once, making sounds in his throat like a woman. Then 
when he’d finished the meat, the hamburger, and tried to 
eat the paper, too, he sat down and smiled. I think he 
smiled; I know cats do. It was a very gratifying few 
moments. Then, bam, he snarled and made for me again. 
He didn’t get rne this time, either. So, I got upstairs, and I 
lay dow'n on my bed and started to think about the dog 
again. To be truthful, I was offended, and I was damn mad, 
too. It was six perfectly good hamburgers with not enough 
pork in them to make it disgusting. I was offended. But, 
after a while, I decided to try it for a few more days. If you 
think about it, this dog had what amounted to an antipathy 
towards me; really. And, I wondered if I mightn’t over¬ 
come this antipathy. So, I tried it for five more days, but it 
was always the same: snarl, sniff; move; faster; stare; 
gobble; raaggghhh; smile; snarl; bam. Well, now; by 
this time Columbus Avenue was strewn with hamburger 
rolls and I was less offended than disgusted. So, I decided 
to kill the dog, 

[peter raises a hand in protest.^ 

Oh, don’t be so alarmed, Peter; I didn’t succeed. The day 
I tried to kill the dog I bought only one hamburger and 
what I thought was a murderous portion of rat poison. 
When I bought the hamburger I asked the man not to 
bother with the roll, all I wanted was the meat. I expected 
some reaction from him, like: we don’t sell no hamburgers 
without rolls; or, wha’ d’ya wanna do, eat it out’a ya 
ban’s? But no; he smiled benignly, wrapped up the ham¬ 
burger in waxed paper, and said: A bite for ya pussy-cat ? 
I wanted to say: No, not really; it’s part of a plan to poison 
a dog I know. But, you can’t say ‘ a dog I know ’ without 
sounding funny; so I said, a little too loud, I’m afraid, and 
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too formally: yes, a bite for my pussycat. People 
looked up. It always happens when I try to simplify things; 
people look up. But that^s neither hither nor thither. So. 
On my way back to the rooming-house, I kneaded the 
hamburger and the rat poison together between my hands, 
at that point feeling as much sadness as disgust. I opened 
the dcK)r to the entrance hall, and there the monster was, 
waiting to take the offering and then jump me. Poor 
bastard; he never learned that the moment he took to 
smile before he went for me gave me time enough to get out 
of range, but, there he was; malevolence with an erection, 
waiting. I put the poison patty down, moved towards the 
stairs and watched. The poor animal gobbled the food 
down as usual, smiled, which made me almost sick, and 
then, BAM. But, I sprinted up the stairs, as usual, and the 
dog didn’t get me, as usual, and it came tc pass that 
THE BEAST WAS DEATHLY ILL. I kiicw this bccause he 
no longer attended me, and because the landlady sobered 
up. She stopped rnc in the hall the same evening of the 
attempted murder and confided the information that God 
had struck her puppydog a surely fatal blow. She had for¬ 
gotten her bewildered lust, and her eyes were wide open 
for the first time. They looked like the dog’s eyes. She 
snivelled and implored me to pray for the animal. I wanted 
to say to her: Madam, I have myself to pray for, the 
coloured queen, the Puerto Rican family, the person in the 
front room whom I’ve never seen, the woman who cries 
deliberately behind her closed door, and the rest of the 
people in all rooming-houses, everywhere; besides, 
Madam, I don’t understand how to pray. But ... to 
simplify things ... I told her I would pray. She looked up. 
She said that I was a liar, and that I probably wanted the 
dog to die. I told her, and there was so much truth here, 
that I didn’t want the dog to die. I didn’t, and not just be¬ 
cause I’d poisoned him. I’m afraid that I must tell you I 
wanted the dog to live so that I could see what our new 
relationship might come to. 
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[peter indicates his increasing displeasure and slowly growing 
antagonism.^ 

Please understand, Peter; that sort of thing is important. 
You must believe me; it is important. We have to know the 
effect of our actions. [Another deep sigh.^ Well, anyway; the 
dog recovered. I have no idea why, unless he was a descen¬ 
dant of the puppy that guarded the gates of hell or some 
such resort. I’m not up on my mythology. [Hepronounces the 
wordmyih-o-Xo^y.^ Are you? 

[peter sets to thinking., but jerry goes o«.] 

At any rate, and you’ve missed the eight-thousand-dollar 
question, Peter; at any rate, the dog recovered his health 
and the landlady recovered her thirst, in no way altered by 
the bow'-wow’s deliverance. When I came home from a 
movie that was playing on Forty-second Street, a movie 
I’d seen, or one that was very much like one or several I’d 
stxn, after the landlady told me puppy kins was better, I 
was so hoping for the dog to be waiting for me. I was . . . 
well, how would you put it. . . enticed ? . . . fascinated ?. . . 
no, I don’t think so... heart-shatteringly anxious, that’s it: I 
washcart-shattcringly anxious to confront my friend again. 
[peter reacts scojfingly.'] 

Yes, Peter; friend, lliat’s the only word for it. I was heart- 
shatteringly et cetera to confront my doggy friend again. I 
came in the door and advanced, unafraid, to the centre of 
the entrance hall. The beast was there . . . looking at me. 
And, you know% he looked better for his scrape with the 
nevermind. I stopped; I looked at him; he looked at me. I 
think ... I think we stayed a long time that way . . . still, 
stone-statue . , .just looking at one another. I looked more 
into his face than he looked into mine. I mean, I can con¬ 
centrate longer at looking into a dog’s face than a dog can 
concentrate at looking into mine, or into anybody else’s 
face, for that matter. But during that twenty seconds or 
two hours that we looked into each other’s face, we made 
contact. Now, here is what I had wanted to happen: I 
loved the dog now, and I wanted him to love me. I had 
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tried to love, and I had tried to kill, and both had been un¬ 
successful by themselves. I hoped . . . and I don’t really 
know why I expected the dog to understand anything, 
much less my motivations ... I hoped that the dog would 
understand. 

[peter seems to be hypnotized.^ 

It’sjust. . . it’s just that. . is abnormally tense ^ now .1 

.. . it’sjust that if you can’t deal with people, you have to 
make a start somewhere, with animals! [Muchfaster 
now, and like a conspirator^ Don’t you see ? A person has to 
have some way of dealing with something. If not with 
people . . . SOMETHING. With a bed, with a cockroach, 
with a mirror . . . no, that’s too hard, that’s one of the last 
steps. With a cockroach, with a . . , with a . . . with a 
carpet, a roll of toilet paper .. . no, not that, either .. . 
that’s a mirror, too; always check bleeding. You see how 
hard it is to find things ? With a street corner, and too many 
lights, all colours reflecting on the oily-wet streets... with a 
wisp of smoke, a wisp... of smoke, . . with. . . with porno¬ 
graphic playing-cards, with a strong-box . . . without A 
LOCK . . . with love, with vomiting, with crying, with fury 
because the pretty little ladies aren’t pretty little ladies, 
with making money with your body which is an act of love 
and I could prove it, with howling because you’re alive; 
with God. How about that? with god who is a 

COLOURED QUEEN WHO WEARS A KIMONO AND 
PLUCKS HIS eyebrows! WHO IS A WOMAN WHO 
CRIES WITH DETERMINATION BEHIND HER CLOSED 
DOOR . . . with God who, I’m told, turned his back on the 
whole thing some time ago . . . with . . . some day, with 
people, [jER R Y the next word heavily.'\ People. With an 

idea; a concept. And where better, where ever better in 
this humiliating excuse for a jail, where better to communi¬ 
cate one single, simple-minded idea than in an entrance 
hall ? Where ? It would be a start ! Where better to make 
a beginning ... to understand and just possibly be under¬ 
stood ... a beginning of an understanding, than with ... 
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[Here j'E'R'SLY seems tofall into almost grotesquefatigue^ . . . than 
with A DOG. Just that; a dog. [Here there is a silence that 
might be prolonged for a moment or so; then jerry wearily 
finishes his story.^ A dog. It seemed like a perfectly sensible 
idea. Man is a dog’s best friend, remember. So: the dog and 
I looked at each other. I longer than the dog. And what I 
saw then has been the same ever since. Whenever the dog 
and 1 sec each other we both stop where we are. We regard 
each other with a mixture of sadness and suspicion, and 
then we feign indifference. We walk past each other safely; 
we have an understanding. It’s very sad, but you’ll have to 
admit that it is an understanding. We had made many 
attempts at contact, and we had failed. The dog has re¬ 
turned to garbage, and I to solitary but free passage. I have 
not returned, I mean to say, I have gained solitary free pas¬ 
sage, if that much further loss can be said to be gain. I have 
learned that neither kindness nor cruelty by themselves, 
independent of each other, creates any effect beyond them¬ 
selves ; and I have learned that the two combined, together, 
at the same time, are the teaching emotion. And what is 
gained is loss. And what has been the result: the dog and I 
have attained a compromise; more of a bargain, really. 
We neither love nor hurt because we do not try to reach 
each other. And, was trying to feed the dog an act of love? 
And, perhaps, was the dog’s attempt to bite me not an act 
of love? If we can so misunderstand, well then, why have 
we invented the word love in the first place ? 

[There is silence, jerry mooes to Peter'* s bench and sits down 
beside him. This is the first time Jerry has sat down during the 
play.'l 

The Story of Jerry and the Dog: the end. 

[peter w silent.^ 

Well, Peter? [jerry w suddenly cheerful^ Well, Peter? Do 
you think I could sell that story to the Reader's Digest and 
make a couple of hundred bucks for The Most Unforgettable 
Character Pve Ever Met ? Huh ? 

[jerry is animated^ but peter is disturbed^ 
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Oh, come on now, Peter; tell me what you think. 

PETER [numb'] : I . . , I don’t understand what ... I don’t 
think I. . . [Now almost tearfully] Why did you tell me all of 
this ? 

jerry: Why not? 

peter: I don’t understand! 

JERRY [furious^ hut whispering] : That’s a lie. 
peter: No. No, it’s not. 

JERRY [quietly] : I tried to explain it to you as I went along. I 
went slowly; it all has to do with . . . 
peter: I don’t want to hear any more. I don’t 
understand you, or your landlady, or her dog. . . . 
jerry: Her dog! I thought it was my . . . No. No, you’re 
righ 1. 1 1 is her dog. [l^oks a/ p e t e r intently^ shaking his head,] 
I don’t know what I was thinking about; of course you 
don’t understand. [In a monoloney wearily] I don’t live in 
your block; I’m not married to two parakeets, or what¬ 
ever your set-up is. I arn a permanent transient, and my 
home is the sickening rooming-houses on the West Side 
of New York City, which is the greatest city in the world. 
Amen. 

PEI er: I’m . . . Frn sorry; I didn’t mean to . , . 
jerry: Forget it. I suppose you don’t quite know what to 
make of me, eh ? 

peter [^2 joke] : We get all kinds in publishing. [Chuckles.] 
jerry: You’re a funny man. [He forces a laugh,] You know 
that ? You’re a very ... a richly comic person. 

PETER [modestly, but amused]'. Oh, now, not really. [Still 
chuckling.] 

jerry; Peter, do I annoy you, or confuse you ? 
peter [lightly] : Well, I must confess that this wasn’t the kind 
of afternoon I’d anticipated. 

jerry: You mean, I’m not the gentleman you were expect¬ 
ing. 

p e T E R: I wasn’t expecting anybody, 

jerry : No, I don’t imagine you were. But I’m here, and I’m 
not leaving. 
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PETER [consulting his watchl : Well, you may not be, but I must 
be getting home soon. 

jerry: Oh, come on; stay a while longer. 
peter: I really should get home; you see . ., 

JERRY [tickles Peter's ribs with his fingers^ . Oh, come on. 

[peter is very ticklish; jerry continues to tickle him his 
voice becomes falsetto.\ 

peter: No, I .. . ohhhhh! Don’t do that. Stop, Stop. 

Ohhh, no, no. 
jerry: Oh, come on. 

peter [flj jerry tickles] : Oh, hee, hce, hee. I mast go. I. .. 
hec, hee, hee. After all, stop, stop, hee, hee, hee, after all, 
the parakeets will be getting dinner ready soon. Hee, hee. 
And the cats are setting the table. Stop, stop, and, and . . . 
[He is beside himself now.] . . . and we’re having. . . hee, hee 
. . . uh . . . ho,ho, ho. 

[j err y tickling Peter ^ but the combination of the tickling 

and his own mad whimsy has peter laughing almost hysteric¬ 
ally. As his laughter continueSy then subsides, jerky watches 
him, with a curious fixed smile.] 
jerry: Peter? 

peter: Oh, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. What ? What ? 
jerry: Listen, now. 

peter: Oh, ho, ho. What... what is it, Jerry? Oh, my. 
jerry [mysteriously]: Peter, do you want to know what hap¬ 
pened at the zoo? 

peter: Ah, ha, ha. The what ? Oh, yes; the zoo. Oh, ho, ho. 
Well, I had my own zoo there for a moment with , . . hee, 
hee, the parakeets getting dinner ready, and the. , . ha, ha, 
whatever it was, the , . . 

jerry [calmly] : Yes, that was very funny, Peter. I wouldn’t 
have expected it. But do you want to hear about what hap¬ 
pened at the zoo, or not? 

p e T e R: Yes. Yes, by all means; tell me what happened at the 
zoo. Oh, my. I don’t know what happened to me. 
jerry: Now I’ll let you in on what happened at the zoo; but 
first, I should tell you why I went to the zoo. I went to the 
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ZOO to find out more about the way people exist with 
animals, and the way animals exist with each other, and 
with people too. It probably wasn’t a fair test, what with 
everyone separated by bars from everyone else, the animals 
for the most part from each other, and always the people 
from the animals. But, if it’s a zoo, that’s the way it is. [He 
pokes Peter on the flr/w.] Move over. 

PETER [friendly] : I’m sorry, haven’t you enough room? [He 
shifts a little.] 

JERRY [smilinif slightly^ : Well, all the animals are there, and 
all the people are there, and it’s Sunday and all the children 
are there. [He pokes Peter again.] Move over. 

PETER [patiently^ still friendly]: All right. 

[He moves some more^ and jerry has all the room he might 
need.] 

JERRY : And it’s a hot day, so all the stench is there, too, and 
all the balloon sellers, and all the ice-cream sellers, and all 
the seals are barking, and all the birds are screaming. 
[Pokes Peter harder^] Move over! 

PETER [heginning to be annoyed]: Look here, you have more 
than enough room! [But he moves more, and is now fairly 
cramped at one end of the bench.] 

jerry: And I am there, and it’s feeding time at the lion’s 
house, and the lion keeper comes into the lion cage, one of 
the lion cages, to feed one of the lions. [Punches Peter on the 
arm, hard. ] move over! 

PETER [very annoyed] : I can’t move over any more, and stop 
hitting me. Wnat’s the matter with you ? 

jerry: Do you want to hear the story ? [Punches PetePs arm 
again.] 

PETER [flabbergasted]: I’m not so sure 11 certainly don’t want 
to be punched in the arm. 

JERRY [punches PetePs arm again] : Like that? 

peter: Stop it. What’s the matter with you? 

jerry: I’m crazy, you bastard. 

peter: That isn’t funny. 

jerry : Listen to me, Peter. I want this bench. You go sit on 
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the bench over there, and if you’re good I’ll tell you the rest 
of the story. 

PETER IJhistered] : But. . . what ever for? What is the matter 
with you ? Besides, I see no reason why I should give up this 
bench. I sit on this bench almost every Sunday afternoon, 
in good weather. It’s secluded here; there’s never anyone 
sitting here, so I have it all to myself. 

JERRY [softly] : Get off tliis bench, Peter; I want it, 

PETER [almost whining] \ No. 

jerry: I said I want this bench, and I’m going to have it. 
Now get over there. 

PETER : People can’t have everything they want. You should 
know that; it’s a rule; people can have some of the things 
they want, hut they can’t have everything. 

JERRY [laughs] : Imbecile! You’re slow-witted! 

peter: Stop that! 

jerry: You’re a vegetable! Go lie down on the ground. 

peter [intense] : ^ov^you listen to me. I’ve put up with you all 
afternocjii. 

jerry: Not really. 

peter: LONG ENOUGH. I’ve put up with you long enough. 
I’ve listened to you because you seemed . . . well, because I 
thought you wanted to talk to somebody. 

jerry: You put things well; economically, and, yet. . . oh, 
what is the word I want to put justice to your . . . jesus, 
you make me sick . . . get off here and give me my bench. 

peter: my bench! 

jerry [pushes Peter almost^ but not quite, off the bench] : Get out of 
my sight. 

PETER [regaining his position]: God da . . . mn you. That’s 
enough I I’ve had enough of you. I will not give up this 
bench; you can’t have it, and that’s that. Now, go 
away. 

[jerry snorts hut does not move,] 

Go away, I said. 

[jerry does not move.] 

Get away from here. If you don’t move on . •. you’re a 
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bum . . . that’s what you are.... If you don’t move on, I’ll 
get a policeman here and make you go. 

[jerry laughs^ stays.'] 

I warn you, Fll call a policeman. 

JERRY [softly]: You won’t find a policeman around here; 
they’re all over on the west side of the park chasing fairies 
dowai from trees or out of the bushes. That’s all they do. 
That’s their function. So scream your head off; it won’t do 
you any good. 

peter: POLICE ! I warn you. I’ll haveyou arrested, police! 
[Pause.] I said police ! [Pause.] I feel ridiculous. 

jerry: You look ridiculous: a grow'n man screaming for the 
police on a bright Sunday afternoon in the park with no¬ 
body harming you. If a policeman did fill his quota and 
come sludging over this w^ay he’d probably take you in as a 
nut. 

peter [with disgust and impotence]: Great God, I just came 
here to read, and now you want me to give up the bench. 
You’re mad. 

jerry: Hey, I got new^s for you, as they say. I’m on your pre- 
cirjus bench, and you’re never going to have it for yourself 
again. 

PE lER [furious] : Look, you; get off my bench. I don’t care if 
it makes any sense or not. 1 want this bench to myself; I 
want you off it I 

jerry [mocking ]: Aw .. . look wbo’s mad. 

peter: get out! 

jerry: No. 

peter: I WARN you! 

jerry: Do you know how' ridiculous you look now ? 

peter [his fury and self consciousness have possessed hint]: It 
doesn’t matter. [He is almost crying.] get away from my 
BENCH! 

jerry: Why? You have everything in the world you want; 
you’ve told me about your home, and your family, dnidyour 
own little zoo. You have everything, and now you want this 
bench. Arc these the things men fight for ? Tell me, Peter, is 
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this bench, this iron and this wood, is this your honour? Is 
this the thing in the world you’d fight for ? Gan you think of 
anything more absurd ? 

peter: Absurd? Look, Fm not going to talk to you about 
honour, or even try to explain it to you. Besides, it isn’t a 
question of honour; but even if it were, you wouldn’t 
understand. 

JERRY \contemptuously \: You don’t even know what you’re 
saying, do you? This is probably the first time in your life 
you’ve had anything more trying to face than changing 
your cats’ toilet box. Stupid! Don’t you have any idea, not 
even the slightest, what other people need"^ 

peter: Oh, boy, listen to you; well, you don’t need this 
bench. That’s for sure. 

jerry: Yes; yes, I do. 

peter [quiveringl : I’ve come here for years; I have hours of 
great pleasure, great satisfaction, right here. And that’s 
important to a man. I’m a responsible person, and I’m a 
grown-up. This is my bench, and you have no right to 
take it away from me. 

jerry: Fight for it, then. Defend yourself; defend your 
bench. 

peter: pushed me to it. Get up and fight. 

jerry: Like a man? 

PETER [still angry] : Yes, like a man, if you insist on mocking 
me even further. 

jerry: I’ll have to give you credit for one thing: you are a 
vegetable, and a slightly near-sighted one, I think ... 

PETER:THAT’s ENOUGH.,.. 

jerry: ... but, you know, as they say on tv all the time - 
you know - and I mean this, Peter, you have a certain 
dignity; it surprises me. ... 

peter:STOP! 

jerry [rises lazily] • Very well, Peter, we’ll battle for the 
bench, but we’re not evenly matched. [He takes out and clicks 
open an ugly-looking knife.] 

PETER [suddenly awakening to the reality of the situation ]: You are 
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mad! You’re Stark raving mad! you’re going to kill 

ME ! 

[Bui before Peter has time to think what to jE rr Y tosses the 
knife at PetePs feet'] 

jerry: There you go. Pick it up. You have the knife and 
we’ll be more evenly matched. 

peter [horrified]: No! 

[jerry rushes over to Peter^ grabs him by the collar; peter 
rises ; their faces almost touch,] 

jerry: Now you pick up that knife and you fight with me. 
You fight for your self-respect; you fight for that god¬ 
damned bench. 

peter [struggling ]: No! Let. .. let go of me! He.. . Help! 

jerry [slaps Peter on each fghP]: You fight, you miserable 
bastard; fight for that bench; fight for your parakeets; fight 
for your cats; fight for your two daughters; fight for your 
wife; fight for your manhood, you pathetic little vegetable. 
[Spits in PelePsface] You couldn’t even get your wife with a 
male child. 

peter [breaks away^ enraged]: It’s a matter of genetics, not 
manhood, you . . . you monster. [He darts down^ picks up the 
knife and hacks off a little; breathing heaxnly.] I’ll give you one 
last chance; get out of here and leave me alone! [He holds 
the knife with a firm arm, butfar in front of him^ not to attack^ but 
to defend,] 

jerry [sighs heavily]: So be it! 

[ With a rush he charges Peter and impales himself on the knife. 
Tableau: For just a moment^ complete silence^ Jerry impaled on 
the knife at the end of PetePs still firm arm. Then peter 
screams, pulls away, leaving the knife in Jerry, jerry is 
motionless, on point. Then he, too, screams, and it must be the 
sound of an irfuriated and fatally wounded animal. With the 
knife in him, he stumbles back to the bench that Peter had 
vacated. He crumbles there, sitting, facing Peter, his eyes wide 
in agony, his mouth open,] 

peter [whispering]: Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God... 
[peter repeats these words many times, very rapidly, jerry 
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is dying; hut now his expression seems to change. His features 
relax, and while his voice varies, sometimes wrenched with 
pain, for the most part he seems removed from his dying. He 
smiles,^ 

jerry: Thank you, Peter. I mean that, now; thank you very 
much. 

[peter’j mouth drops open. He cannot move; he is transfixed,'\ 
Oh, Peter, I was so afraid Pd drive you away. [He laughs as 
best he You don’t know how afraid I was you’d go away 

and leave me. And now I’ll tell you what happened at the 
zoo. I think... I think this is what happened at the zoo. .. 
I think. I think that while I was at the zoo I decided that I 
would walk north . . . northerly, rather . . , until I found 
you... or somebody. . . and I decided that I would talk to 
you... I would tell you things . . . and things that I would 
tell you would. . . Well, here we are. You see ? Here we are. 
But... I don’t know . . . could I have planned all this? 
No. . . no, I couldn’t have. But I think I did. And now I’ve 
told you what you wanted to know, haven’t I ? And now 
you know all about what happened at the zoo. And now 
you know what you’ll see in your tv, and the face I told you 
about. . . you remember . . . the face I told you about. .. 
my face, the face you see right now. Peter . . , Peter ? . .. 
Peter... thank you. I came unto you [He laughs, sofaintly,'] 
and you have comforted me. Dear Peter. 

PETER [almost fainting]: Oh my God! 

jerry : You’d better go now. Somebody might come by, and 
you don’t want to be here when anyone comes. 

PETER [does not move, but begins to weep]: Oh my God, oh my 
God. 

JERRY [mostfaintly, now; he is very near death]: You won’t be 
coming back here any more, Peter; you’ve been dispos¬ 
sessed. You’ve lost your bench, but you’ve defended your 
honour. And Peter, I’ll tell you something now; you’re 
not really a vegetable; it’s all right, you’re an animal. 
You’re an animal, too. But you’d better hurry now, Peter. 
Hurry, you’d better go... see ? [jerry takes a handkerchief 
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and with great effort and pain wipes the knife handle clean of finger- 
prints.'\ Hurry away, Peter. 

[peter begins to stagger away."] 

Wait,.. wait, Peter. Take your book... book. Right here 
,.. beside me ... on your bench ... my bench, rather. 
Come.. . take your book. 

[peter starts for the booky but retreats.] 

Hurry ... Peter. 

[peter rushes to the benchy grabs the booky retreats.] 

Very good, Peter... very good. Now... hurry away. 

[peter hesitates for a moment y then flees y stage-left.] 

Hurry away .,. [His eyes are closed now.] Hurry away, your 
parakeets are making the dinner... the cats... are setting 
the table . .. 

PETER [off-stagCy a pitiful howl ]: oh my god ! 
jerry [his eyes still closed, he shakes his he.ad and speaks; a com¬ 
bination of scornful mimicry and supplication]: Oh ... my , .. 
God. [He is dead.] 
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